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PROLOGUE. 



Granta, our ATma Mater, to thy Halls, 
And College Piles, ateeming with the gusts 
Of strange philosophies, and settled truths, 
I wake my Muse, here by the Winding Cam. 
Here, in the walk of limes, within the view 
Of John's and Classic King's, and while the bells 
Of Great St. Mary clang the marriage chimes, 
I sing the culture of thy men of fame, 
And moralise on what was once, and is. 
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TRINITY COLLEGE. 

PART I. 

The morning sun lets fall a brede 
Full on the gateway, and the crown 
Of England's king, who o*er the gown 

Flung regal smiles and courtly rede. 

I pass beneath the portico, 
I mark the quietude around, 
I see the fountain's plash rebound, 

I hear its wavelets ripple low. 

Here, from the chapel, murmurs come 
Of matin psalm, while Nature's prayer 
Steals languidly across the air — 

The woodlarks* trill, the wild bees* hum. 

Here, by the dial, many a mood 

Of changeful fancy sweeps my brain—— 
Now ebbing, and anon again 

Returning with more steadfast flood : 

B 
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Re-waking with strange tinted light, 
As when the stars, a subtle thread 
Of jewelry, mauve, green, and red. 

Gleam mystically adown the night. 

Refracting, as when Luna laves 
The purple seas with shower of gold. 
The purple tides with silver fold, 

A-scudding in the silent caves. 

Here, in the sabbath of the day, 
Here, in the hush of college life. 
Here, in the still, when peace is rife, 

I muse on hours long fled for aye. 

Twas here the cultur'd restlessness 
Of Byron's genius first took form; 
'Twas here, a-roaming in the dawn, 

He sang his " Hours of Idleness." 



Twas here he planned a noble course. 
Soon crushed by men of meaner tastes. 
As streams, exhausted in the wastes. 

Die out, once lovely in their source. 

With him, calumn'd by foul report," 
And sentenc'd by the vulgar brawl, 
I mount the steps, pass by the hall. 

And gaze below on Neville's Court. 
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Oh, happy cloisters ! in your shade 
How many a child of Fame has walk'd. 
How many a gifted one has talk'd, 

How many a meaning vow has made ! 

Oh, quiet cloisters ! in your calm, 
How many a meditative mind 
Has Light, like Goethe, yearned to find 

Beyond the vistas of alarm. 

We roam beneath the piazza, 

We saunter through the iron doors. 
We hear the dreamy fall of oars 

Make music down the stream afar. 

We lean upon the bridge ; I gaze 
Deep in the poet's liquid eyes. 
And see the springs that slowly rise, 

To fringe his lids with misty haze. 

He breathes upon a thousand things; 
He casts a spell on all around, — 
The walk of limes, the tennis groimd, 

The grove of John's, the towers of King's. 

Ah me ! did e'er in after years 
This picture gleam with strangest fires— 
The winding Cam, the college spires, 

Half-dimm'd by shreds of unshed tears ? 
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When evening dipt behind the sea, 
Did tender memories of the hours 
He spent amid the Cambridge bowers, 

Discharm the glades of Italy ? 

Rejuvenescense ! did the vein 
Run through his cantos, and his soul 
Long, e'en in sunny Istamboul, 

For Trinity and Youth again ? 



PART 11. 

On that last night, before he said 
Adieu to Granta, o'er his sleep 
A shroud of darkness seem'd to creep. 

He conversed with the silent dead. 

He roamed through lonely garden walks. 
He heard their foot-falls in the gloom, 
He saw their forms around him loom> 

He joined them in mysterial talks. 

Conversed with Herbert, and the face. 
Lit up with something half divine, 
Portray'd its stamp so deep, that time 

Nor years its impress could erase. 
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Heard Cowley speak in sneering tone— 
" I serv'd a prince in troubl'd hour, 
But when he grasp'd once more his power, 

He scorned me, poor, despised, unknown. 

" I played my part, I gave him mirth, 
I troll*d to cheer a lead-wing'd day ; 
But fortune blotted out my lay. 

And crushed me 'neath his noble birth ! " 

And Dryden groaned, " I pleased the times, 

I turned with every fleeting gust 

Of politics, and with the dust 
Of party conflict blurr'd my rhymes." 

And here his utterance to moan 
Sank, all his voice with pain overwrought — 
" My patrons other panders sought, 

And in old age I died alone !"; 

Then silence reigned, the shrinking moon 
Crept through a ragged edge of cloud 
To fade, and Byron spake aloud, 

" My Light fades from me e'en as soon ! 

" I wander'd 'lone — none knew the way. 
Could show the path by which to go ; 
A-weary, faint, I murmur' d low, 

* Oh God, for Light ere close of day ! ' 
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" I sought it in the mellowing morn, 
When dusky shadows fring'd the sky, 
And, with a loud despairing cry, 

I prayed, ' Oh, leave me not forlorn I ' 

'* When evening stars began to steal, 
Like angels' faces through the gloom, 
I murmur'd in my silent room, 

' Thy rays, thy sunbeams, may they stream 1 ' 

" In woodland haunts, where violets rare. 
And pale anemones in spring. 
Dew-laden smile, while wild birds sing 

And flood with music-waves the air : 

" The Light has still shone far from me — 

So far, it almost seems my fate 

To fail to view it, till, too late. 
It sets behind the Eternal Sea 1 

" Sometimes, indeed, tho' far away, 
I seem to catch a conscious glim, 
A tangFd brede, the reflex dim 

Of rays that from the God-Light stray. 

" And in the flickering pencill'd flame, 
As in a dream, the friends of old 
Shine through the haze of ruby gold. 

Their bright eyes gleaming still the same. 
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" Too soon, too soon, they fade and die, 
Like falling meteors in the night, 
That for the moment charm the sight. 

Then melt within the Northern Sky. 

" I stood where Death had parted Life, 
And mark'd the rigid lines that spread 
O'er form and feature of the dead, 

That still with dying pain were rife : 

"But could not pierce the awful mist 

Which, pall-like, hangs around that World, 
Whence sound comes not, nor voice is heard. 

Nor could be, even tho* it list ! 

" Oh, God ! for Light where shall we seek ? — 

Religion gives it not, for now 

'Tis but a form, a faithless vow. 
With baneful pride its priesthood reek. 

" And Nature will for ever fail 
To still the cravings of the mind. 
Until it leads us on to find 

The Light, where clouds no more assaiL 

" Beyond the last of ocean tides, 
Beyond the glinting Western Star, 
Beyond the purple hills afar. 

The Light dwells, where no Sun abides I! 
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" Where sceptic doubts are merged, and wave 
Of conflict never mars the peace, 
And all the earth's misgivings cease, 

Beyond the stillness of the grave. 

" * Let in more Light,' oh, Great Unknown ! 

* Let in more Light,' the gloam is near ; 

* Let in more Light,' I sink for fear ; 

' Let in more light ' to me. Thine own ! " 

He ceased ; thro' cypress aisles he sped. 
Where shadowy willows bent in sleep. 
The shroud of darkness ceased to creep. 

The morning broke, a rosy red. 

He stood upon a shingly shore, 
He felt the surf around him break ; 
The winds a meaning seem'd to take ! 

A voice was heard above their roar. 

Two forms approached him through the spray, 
The east was ting'd with lovelier hue ; 
Two faces met his questful view — 

Two scholars of an earlier day. 



First Bacon spake — " The gist of creeds 
Is but to reconcile the God 
Within us, to the earthly sod, 

In unity with civic deeds : 
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^' To make the element Divine 
A servitor to worldly cares, 
And falling down the slippery stairs, 

They fail to grasp at heights sublime." 

And Newton — " Lo, a sensuous garb 
Is girt e'en round Philosophy, 
And stealthy marks from Sophistry 

Despoil its grace with venom'd barb ; 

" And poison e'en the June-tide noons. 
And cloud the sun at evening's flush. 
And blear the starlight in the hush. 

And dim the lustre of the moons ; 

And shadow e'en the poet's rhymes, 
And break the measures of his songs ; 
He revels with the vulgar throngs, 
A shallow pleaser of his times : 

** A sycophant to sing a lay 
To high-born dame, or chant a stave 
At lucre's shrine, or e'en to rave 

With all the maudlers of his day." 



Then from the seas a murmur broke, 
Portentious of the murmuring world ; 
The blue waves dash'd, the spray flakes curl'd, 

The vision pass'd, and Byron woke. 
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PART III. 

I leave the gurgling of the Cam ; 

I pass beneath the arching limes ; 

I muse on well-remembered rhymes, 
The gem-dyed " In Memoriam." 

Oh, what a surging of despair ; 

Oh, what a passioned grief, though ting*d 
With fleck'rings of celestial wings ; 

Oh, what a depth of love was there ! 

Oh, what ideal faith o'erspread 
Each chord, each measure of the song. 
Wherein the gifted Tennyson 

Set forth the virtues of his dead ! 

As when the sailor, hasting home 
A-through the corn-fields, sees the spire, 
The village street where dwelt his sire, 

But finds his kith and friends are gone ; 

A-tuming, lonely roams along 

The river's sweep, and strangely hears. 
Athwart the flats and marsh-girt meres. 

The low bells ring to Evensong : 

The same old bells, and mists of tears 
Blot out the church, and village cots, 
And dim the blue forget-me-nots— 

Those oft-repeated souvenirs. 
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So every vesper bell that chimed, 

And every flower that graced the meads, 
And e'en the zephyr 'mid the reeds. 

Brought back his lost one to his mind. 

And all the subtleties of pain 
Came rushing in tumultuous crowd ; 
And, half-exulting, cried aloud, 

"Thou ne'er wilt see his face again I" 

And hung around him as a load 
Of sorrow, till the hopeful faith, 
That looks beyond the awful wraith. 

Re-dawned, and then this song overflowed : — • 

** This truth came borne with bier and pall ; 

I felt it when I sorrowed most : 

^Tis better to have loved and lost. 
Than never to have loved at all" 



PART IV. 

I leave the gurgling of the Cam, 
I leave the vista of the limes, 
I cease to ponder on the rhymes. 

The gem-dyed ** In Memoriam." 
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Here, stretched beneath a shading birch. 
Upon a mossy bank, the dew 
Just fading off the violets blue, 

I turn my eyes to Coton Church. 

Ah, PoRSON ! 'tis thy monument, 

This walk which seem*d the Fellows' friend- 

A dreary road, and for its end 
Some wealthy church emolument. 

Too truly did thy wit express 
The aim of many a blighted life. 
Which, blurr'd in Fame's unequal strife. 

Has learnt its feelings to repress. 

Too truly does the distant spire 

Portray the goal, the cherished dream. 
First imag'd in youth's limpid stream. 

And now subdued with stifl'd ire : 

But still aglow, and in the breast 
A lingering ray of hope yet beams. 
And in perspective still there seems 

A mitre and an apron'd vest ; 

A seat among the nation's peers, 
A palace and a grim " my lord " 
Engirt by rural deans, half-aw'd 

By prelate's smiles and prelate's sneers ; 
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A throne within the Minster choir, 

A status 'mid the County clans, 

A beckon e'en from Royal fans ; 
What more could College Don desire ? 

An obituary in The Times, 

A solemn laying out in state, 

A ritual read by Primate Taity 
A tomb within the Minster aisles ! 

Ah, me ! our little lives steal on ; 

The dawns and sunsets rise and fade ; 

The years roll by — of us is said, 
" Poor so-and-so is dead and gone ! " 

Moleculis'd we fall away ; 

Our atoms go to form the flowers. 
That deck the May-bloom of the bowers, 

Or drink the dew at dusk of day : 

And people pluck them ; ah ! 'tis sad 

To think the scent of buds will be 

The last remains of you or me — 
Some Cambridge Don or Undergrad' I 

But this is but the meaner phase 

Of life, and in the morning glow, 

I seem to catch, in fragments low. 
Beyond the southern silver haze, 
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The echoes of another land, 
The voices of a nobler day, 
The music of a mystic lay, 

The tnmipets of a mystic band ; 

The chorus of a countless choir, 
The pealing of vast organ flutes. 
The sobbing of ten-string 'd lutes, 

Awake this strain with telling fire : — 

" In Nature there is no one zone ; 

In Nature broods no calm repose ; 

In Nature melts the coldest snows ; 
In Paradise no change is known ! " 



S. JOHN'S COLLEGE. 

PART I. 

Towers of Lady Margaret, 
Ere the God of Day has set, 

And the veil of gloam 
Hangs o'er all the marshy flats, 
And the rye and barley plats, 

And the ruddy loam ; 

And the alders, and the birch. 
And the willows, and the larch. 

And the abile. 
And the aspens by the stream 
(Shadow changing as a dream), 

I will sing to thee. 

Lo, upon thy muUion'd shield, 
Thickly studded as a field 

At Ascensiontide, 
Daisies bloom, which tell the name 
Of the high and Royal Dame, 

Who, before she died. 
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Founded thee, and raised a shrine 
To the Saint, the great Divine, 

And, as it was meet, 
Placed the chalice in his hands. 
And the stealthy serpent's bands, 

While beneath his feet 



Crouched the Eagle — fitting crest 
For the loftiest and the best 

Of the Twelve of erst, 
Who in Holy Land, with One, 
Sorrow's Child and Suffering's Son, 

Oft were mock'd and curs'd. 



So thy hostels were endowed. 
And thy sons, a seething crowd, 

Swaying age on age, 
Strove to grasp the tangl'd brede 
Of the poet, or the rede 

Of the hoary sage ; 

Or to claim the battle's van 
From the seasoned veteran. 

And themselves to rush 
'Mid the wildest of the fray. 
Till among the dead they lay. 

In the battle's hush. 
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Over their untimely graves 
Many an April primrose waves, 

And red cuckoo flower ; 
And the child, unconsciously 
Wandering in the Belgian lea, 

In the twilight hour ; 

Plucking posies, little knows 
That she steps above the bones 

Of departed ones, 
Who, in youthful revelry. 
Moved in Pleasure's galaxy, 

In the courts of John's ! 

Others, steep 'd in eloquence, 
Thunder'd 'gainst the pounds and pence. 

From the pulpit board. 
Yet were e'er on the qui vive^ 
For the tithes, or marriage fee. 

Which might swell th^friKoard^^ 

Or the vacant canonry, 
Or the wealthy deanery, 

Or episcopate; 
Self engrossed their every thought. 
Self was foremost in their talk, 

With Self for his mate.. 
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But this acting of a part, 
'Minds me of the noble heart 

Of the dramatist, 
Who could chase the darkest frown 
From the sternest of the Gown, 

If he would but list. 

" Rare Ben Jonson,"* every stage, 
Every land, and every age 

Will thy genius tell ; 
Mournful was that last adieu, 
When John's faded from thy view, 

And thou saidst farewell 

• 

To the stately college pile. 
Where so oft thou didst beguile 

Elsewhere weary hours. 
Improvising dreamy scenes, 
Passion'd lines, and touching miens. 

And rich faery bowers ; 

Lover's meetings 'neath the stars, 
Chords of sadness, melting bars, 

Swain and bashful maid. 
Serfs and peasants, counts and earls. 
Rags and paupers, gems and pearls. 

All their tribute paid 

* From " Ben Jonson's Tomb.** 
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To thy drama, and its range 
Reproduced them, and the change, 

Merg'd in perfect whole, 
Bore the impress of thine art, 
And its beauties seem'd to dart 

From thy inmost soul. 

" Rare Ben Jonson," in thy plays 
I can feel the mellow Mays 

Of pedantic James, 
When Spring's deftly-threaded woof 
Gamish'd every sylvan nook. 

And the May-day games 

Brought from Rode and Trumpington, 
Granchester and Chesterton^ 

Crowds of brave athletes, 
Who could wield the quarter-staff, 
Raising many a jocund laugh, 

With their wily feats. 

I can feel the hawthorn's snow 
Flecker round me as I go 

On to Parker's Piece, 
Where the May-day pole is rais'd. 
And the May-queen's charms are praised. 

Till the revels cease. 
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I can wander ankle deep 

In Spring buttercups, and sleep, 

Where the violet fills 
All the air with frankincense, 
Breathing gusts of sweet incense 

To the daffodils ; 

And the wild caddmines, 
And the sweet anemones, 

And the lady-smocks, 
And the heart's-ease, and the ferns, 
And the blue-bell's tilted urns. 

And the woodbine's locks. 



I can hear the May-day birds 
Chanting half poetic words, 

From a blackthorn tree. 
Concerting in harmony, 
Witching bursts of symphony, 

Trilling merrilie. 

First the clear cappricio 
Of the thrush, or lute solo 

Of the blackbird's chord ; 
Or the lark's sonatina, 
Or the linnet's tweet afar, 

In the emerald sward. 
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Till above the bosquets dim, 
And the day's last silver rim, 

And the magic sights, 
Glimmer in the fields of stars — 
Venus, Sirius, and Mars — 

Like the Altar-lights ! 

But I cease my minstral theme, 
Break the memory freighted dream. 

And S. John's I leave, 
Till the crimson flaming Sun 
Will another day have run, 

Into silent eve : 

When the nameless witchery 
Of my Muse returns to me, 

And the glow-worm's glint 
Lights my pencill'd manuscript. 
And the night birds' warbles mixt 

Whisper many a hint. 



PART II. 

When the red sun lay a-dying, 
And the court in shade was lying. 
And the nightingale was sighing 

Her most telling song ; 
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When the gorgeous gloom was creeping, 
And the lilies dreamt, a-sleeping, 
And the summer stars were peeping 

Shyly one by one ; 

When the tulip cups were closing. 
And the honeysuckles dosing, 
And the passion flowers reposing 

'Neath the grey-green stems ; 
When in the tender gloaming, 
Lovers hand in hand were roaming, 
And the dew was gently foaming 

Glistening diamond gems : 

In the deep hay-harvest weather, 
When the twilights merg'd together, 
When they wept for very pleasure 

In the dim-lit eve ; 
When the breath of countless flowers 
Incens'd half the languid hours, 
'Neath the quaint mediaeval towers, 

I prepared to weave 

All the thoughts that rising, sinking, 
Bath'd my mind with deathless thinking, 
Earth and Heaven conjointly linking. 

With gold-filgree chains, 
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Leading onward, as the posies 
Of the spring-tide to the roses, 
To the land where White * reposes, 

Where his spirit reigns I 

Ah ! the towers are still alooming, 
And the wild bees still abooming, 
And the deep graves still entombing 

Granta's cultur'd ones ; 
But no other White arises, 
And no other bard surprises, • 
With his lyre, the world, beside this 

Noblest son of John's. 

As a sweet red-breasted robin 
Pipes its chord in mystic sobbing, * 
While its grateful heart is throbbing, 

For the crumbs of bread, 
All at once its trebl'd storming 
Fails to herald in the dawning, 
And, within the snow-girt morning, 

Voiceless it falls dead! 

So his life, his day, his singing 
Passed away, its genius winging 
To the shades, while earth was ringing 

With the poet's name — 

* Henry Kirke White (1785.1806). 
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With his boyhood's dream of leisure, 
With his similes of pleasure. 
With his lines of graceful measure, 

And his well-eam'd fame. 



While his Muse was yet unfolding 
Her pale wing, and stood beholding 
Nature's calm, and deftly moulding 

All his random songs. 
Death came suddenly ; his pinions 
Dimm'd the air, and by his minions 
White was raised from earth's opinions, 

And its seething throngs. 

When the autumn winds were sighing. 
And the autumn leaves were dying. 
And the autumn flowers were lying 

'Neath the spectre tree. 
And the chestnut husks were falling, 
And the angel lips were calling. 
Then he sang, in fear appalling, 

This his latest plea : — 

** Dying, dying, Master, Lord ; 
Death creeping! 
Ere I forget Thee, God, 
In sleeping. 
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Fainting, and in agony, 
Oh, let me plead with Thee, 
Miserere Domine / 



** Eyes blear 'd and bloodshot, Lord ; 

Sight going ! 
Voice weak and low, oh God, 

Not knowing 
Earthly friend or earthly face, 
Still I sue for Thy dear grace. 

Memento Met ! 

*' Lips parch'd and burning, Lord, 

With fever ! 
Hands clench'd, and stiffening, God, 

For ever ! 
Who, on Golgotha's tree. 
Bade the thief be strong in Thee, 

Miserere Domine ! 

" Pulse, Lord, no longer bold ; 

Life ebbing I 
Death's waters, dank and cold, 

Break sobbing I 
Jesu, gracious, merciful, 
In Thy love be pitiful ; 
Guide me to the beautiful, 

O Agnus Dei P' 
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Far across the mystic ocean, 
By a strange mysterial motion, 
'Neath the charm of subtle potion, 

Stretch'd in funeral barge^ 
He was borne, the dusk-light palling 
All the stars, and in the dawning. 
E'en in death, weird voices call'd him 

From the distant marge : — 

** Come, oh gifted child I " — ^and slowly 
Floated forth the paeans holy. 
From the banks of thyme and moly, 

And forget-me-nots ; 
And three angels, draped in silver, 
Whelm'd him o'er the awful river, 
There to dwell, and roam for ever 

In the pleasant spots I 



PART III. 

The Spirit of the skies 

Comes from the shadow-land. 
And flings in purple dyes 

Night from his magic wand ; 
And far away, low down the west. 
The last long amber rim 
Has kiss'd the woodlands dim. 
And hush'd is Nature's hymn. 
And all has rest. 
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A timid, shrinking moon 

Just shows her maiden phase/ 
Then sinks, as in a swoon, 
Behind the violet haze, 
That seems to play in fitful light 
Of black and mauvish hue, 
Or shreds of noontide blue. 
Or tints of colours new, 

This summer night. 

I stand and breathe the name. 

Beneath the cloister'd bridge. 
Of Wordsworth, child of Fame, 
And, o'er the distant ridge, 
His face lights up the horizon ; 
And, with a gasp of fear, 
I see him drawing near, 
The bard to Nature dear, 

Her holiest son I 

The man of tender rhymes. 

The noblest of his race, 
Known to the after times 

As breathing ** nothing base ; " 
The stainless soul that never swerv'd 
From right, for love of power, 
Or truth, for sensual dower, 
Or sway'd one single hour 

The cause he serv'd. 



28 SKETCHES OF CAMBRIDGE. 

He Stoops to take my hand, 

And on his brow I see 
A Sun-stream's lucid band, 
Heaven's crown of Poesie : 
He tells of future years and weeks, 
Of what my life shall be, 
(Ah, sweet the mystery 
So filled with Poetry), 

And thus he speaks : — 

" The poet's aim, the poet's theme, 
Should be to link the thoughts terene 
With Heaven, by Nature's agency, 
And bind the three in harmony : 

" To stoop and raise the fallen ones. 
Unmindful of the scoffing tongues, 
And, from the slough of wretchedness, 
To point to hours of blessedness. 

*' To look for straying golden beams. 
E'en when the light no longer gleams, 
And sift from frail Humanity 
Some jewels of Divinity. 

" To bid adieu to fashion's clique. 
And God's nobility to seek 
Among the poorest and the mean, 
Beneath the coarsest gabardine. 
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" Or anywhere, or everywhere, 
By London docks or Belgrave Square, 
Or Whitechapel or Kensington, 
Or Blackfriars or Paddington, 

** The pale mechanics at the loom, 
The women in the factory room, 
The miners in the colliery, 
The ploughmen on the village lea ; 



« 



The seamstress toiling till the dawn, 
The reapers 'mid the August corn, 
The wearied one, now lying dead, 
Who would not steal the tempting bread — 



" Who pleaded for a morsel so, 
But shrank away at that stern * Go ; ' 
Oh, God, 'twas hard, for ere an hour 
She'd passed for aye from hunger's power I 

" The poet's vision should be keen 
To draw the line 'twixt right and mean ; 
But, passing from this homily, 
Let me, O poet, speak to thee. 

** Yes, poet, if you ne'er composed 
Sad sorrow's strains, or joyful odes, 
But fate has willed that you should leave 
Some record of the thoughts you weave. 
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** And here I bid you earnestly 
To sink into obscurity, 
Concealed from public gaze, to view 
How well your verses speak for you ; 



it 



And in them plead to every class, 
And strive to comprehend the mass 
Of overwrought society, 
Of riches and adversity ; 



" And draw them into closer links, 
Regardless what the scoffer thinks. 
And, with the vigour of your song, 
Impart the truth, that all are one — 

" One by formation, one by sense. 
One by Corruption's consequence ; 
One in the common Deathly fee. 
One in the Life that is to be. 

** And let no bitterness of creed 
E'er mar the sweetness of your mead ; 
Religion's wide-proportion'd span 
Can find some good in every man : 

** In every sect in Christendom — 
In England's worship, or in Rome, 
In Greek, or Presbyterian, 
In Luther, or in Wesleyan. 
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"** And having stamped the poet's seal 
On every grade of public weal, 
Thy name will thrid the lapse of Time, 
And live for ever in your rhyme. 



4( 



And heed not aught of foolish scorn, 
For thou art Nature's poet born ; 
And, from the distant firmament, 
ril see thee grace the Laurel yet : 



** And take it, wear it worthily 
Of him, who bore it after me ; 
Who stepp'd within the shrouding gloom, 
To seek for Light behind the tomb. 

** Who said that, spite of Norman blood, 
* *Tis only noble to be good ; ' 
And pass'd, within his graceful tomes. 
From palaces to cottage homes. 

** Farewell! the spirit-eyes above, 
Of those who wrote the thoughts you love, 
Will watch you in Futurity, 
Will greet you in Eternity ! 



y* 
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PART IV. 

I stand beneath the bridge alone ; 

No longer with me speaks the dead ; 
Far eastward gleams a dusky zone 
Of amethyst, and rich marone, 

And variegated tints of red. 

The morning breaks, the rosy band 
Grows vaster over drowsy plains ; 
As though impell'd by unseen hand, 
It flushes splendour, till the land 
Is lovely as the summer lanes. 

I hear a rustling 'mid the trees — 

The first low chirping that preludes 
The warbl d songs, and joyful glees, 
Trill'd over glades and daised leas, 
In rambling strains or tender moods. 

How sweet the calm ! how fair the scene f 
Those ivy-vested walls, that cast 

Weird shadows in the waters green. 

And lure me to a vivid dream 

Of days and students of the Past ; 

Those curtain'd chambers, where the brain 
That never feels the peaceful sleep 

Is tribute to the Tripos reign, 

And wildly wanders, till again 
It settles over studies deep, — 
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Recall how many a Johnian, 

"Besides the names that live with Time, 
Has, since its statutes first began, 
Grac'd that brave title. Gentleman ; 

And 'tis to them I sing this rhyme. 

See, one within a fever'd ward 

Of loathsome lazar house stoops o'er 
The forms of that death-stricken horde. 
With fearless mien, and heart unaw'd, 
And boldness waxing hourly more : 

Inhales the noxious breath, and drinks 

Death's chalice all unharm'd, nor swerves,. 
E'en when the frenzied sufferer sinks 
To stiffen corpse-like ; but methinks 
That though he now gains no deserves,. 

His name in golden ink is trac'd, 
Within that book which angels pen, 

And he has there such funds amass' d,, 

Which fail for e'er to be eras'd, 
That far surpass our human ken I 

Or that o'er-wearied Priest of God, 
Who, humbly working for the Faith,. 

Toils on, unheedful of reward, 

Until he rests beneath the sward, 
Unwept, except by those who late 
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He taught, and show'd beyond the dusk 

Of mingl'd clouds the newer Life, 
The glad re-blooming of the husk, 
The sweet re-scenting of the musk, 
The Cross with lastmg dewdrops rife. 

Or that grave Tutor who, for years, 
Misunderstood, has labourM on. 
Repaid by youthful gibes and sneers, 
Who, when alone, has wept hard tears. 
To think his cares have nothing won ; 

And yet who, in the after days. 

May find that one his goodness weaves. 
Who sings for him his choicest lays. 
And wins at length the teacher's praise, 
** This one I gathered 'mong my sheaves.' 

And, as the swiftly dying sun 

Looks from his couch of amber'd gold. 
And, ere his work is truly done. 
And, ere his cycl'd course has run. 

Sees, breaking through a Hlac fold. 

The focus of his pencill'd beams, 

Sweet Hesperus, the evening star. 
And faintly smiles, contented deems 
That one will show his light, when dreams 
Are floating downward from afar. 
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So he, ere yet he says adieu 

To earth and earthly music, sees 
A planet rising with the dew, 
That paints the tints and tones he drew, 

And drapes his stems with April leaves ; 

And he, a-murmuring " It is well," 

Through that dark valley wanders on — 
** I one have left my schemes to tell; " 
And, through the mists, he hears the bell, 
That calls the Saints to Evensong. 

And truly " It is well," for here 

Existence is but meaningless. 
Unless we stamp the trials drear, 
With something that can never blear, 

E'en in this sunless wilderness. 



KING'S COLLEGE. 

PART I. 

Sweet classic King's, an opal gem 
Amid a wreath of jewels, here, 
Within the noontide of the year, 

I cull thy flowers from silver'd stem. 

It is th^ Sabbath afternoon, 
Here group the children of the Gown, 
Here walk the burghers of the Town, 

Within the summer glare, but soon 

The chapel doors are op'd, the crowd 
Pass onward to the stately stalls, 
A reverence breathes from out the walls» 

And knees are bent, and heads are bow'd. 

The organ peals, the white-robed choir 

Processionally wind along ; 

Their lips are tuned to sacred song, 
Their voices toned, with sacred fire. 

The canticles, the Prayer for Peace 
Bespeak of what is meet and fit 
The earth's communities to knit 

In cofraternity, and cease 
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The discord of the angry schools, 

The murmurs of the brawling creeds ; 
And in the Prayer for Light, the weeds 

Are gathered from the sceptic pools. 

Mysterial music faintly breaks, 

A dim solemnity o'erfalls 

The Altar-screen, the chapel walls, 
The strain an awful weirdness takes— 

As when in strange and distant lands, 
An exile hears a simple lay, 
And swiftly pictures childhood's day, 

And seems to clasp forgotten hands — 

So in the chords, old strains of talk. 
And converse mingle, which, in truth, 
I held with one, who died in youth, 

Beneath the walls and towers of York I 

A gleam of sun-flush bathes the fane. 

Toned by the many tinted hues, 

Astreaming from the painted views, 
From out the Western window pane. 

And languid shadows now succeed. 

And standing in the chapel dim, 

I hear the heavenly anthem hymn, 
Beneath the variegated brede — 
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A treble voice of richest power 

Rings out this strain, with mellowing fire^ 
(And that weird music, rising higher, 

Entranced me in the Vesper hour) — 

" As pants the hart for cooling streams, 
When heated in the wearied chase," 
So long I for Thy noblest grace, 

The fullness of my wakeful dreams. 

Why wearied art thou, and cast down, 
Why full of heavy dread my soul ? 
For, where the stars no longer roll. 

Is judged for thee an opal crown. 

That far surpasses human ken. 

Which One will then to those award, 
Who from Earth's vista far have soar'd 

Beyond the finite thoughts of men ! 

•* As pants the hart for cooling streams, 
When heated in the wearied chase," 
So long I for Thy noblest grace. 

The loveliness that haunts my dreams. 

The choral music died away. 
But in my " heart of hearts,'' the straia 
Came ebbing, ever and again. 

Like fragments of an angel's lay. 
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Like chords that, struck in Paradise 
By seraph's fingers, for awhile 
Make music round an infant's smile. 

Then heavenward once more arise. 

And I would with them rise, and roam, 
Through glades of ever-scented bowers, 
And spend the pleasure-freighted hours, 

Within that Land, the Christ-Child's Home ; 

Beyond the roseal clouds, that spread 
Above the hyacinth-tinted lake, 
Beyond the primrose mists, that take 

A semblance to the happy dead : 

And He, Who once was crucified, 

Would call me from the twilight depths, 
And lead me up the silver steps, 

To dwell in endless Eastertide ! 



PART IL 

It is the Feast of Trinity, 

The Pentecost has sung its song. 

Our minds look forward to the " The Long^" 
And home with strange affinity* 
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The clover scent fills all the air, 
Comingled with the perfum'd gusts 
Of hawthorn buds, and flower'd chestnuts 

For Lilac-tide is everywhere^ 

Laburnums droop with golden load, 
And orchard blooms, like drifted snow, 
Cast shivering flakes where people go, 

Down by the quaint Museum road. 

The beeches murmur, dreamily. 

With something mournful 'mid their leaves. 
Their under-strata sadness breathes, 

At least, their pathos seems to me, 

To be a tender-ton'd farewell, 

To those aleaving Granta's shade. 
Whose vows have been to letters paid. 

And who go forth, perchance, to dwell 

On quiet hill-side, or on moor, 
In Yorkshire, or in Cumberland, 
Or by the westering Cornish strand. 

Or 'mid the din of London's roar. 

How can we leave thee, cloister'd court. 
Where choral odes e'er seem to float. 
Where first responsive thoughts we wrote 

To suit the chords in kindred sort ! 
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-Bow can we leave thee, Queen of Fanes, 
Where first we caught artistic skill. 
When dim ton'd bredes at evening's still. 

Came streaming through the mellow'd panes ! 

Here have we wandered, wrapt in talk 
On civic state, or college news, 
Or link'd the breathings of each Muse, 

Along the sunlit willow walk. 

Here, when the sun was westering, 
On many an eve athrough the haze, 
We've stepped into the laurel maze, 

'This song, our favourite one, to sing — 

Hail to Granta's towers, 
And her noble fanes, 
And her cloister 'd bowers. 
And her hawthorn lanes : 
Hail, hail to Granta, 
Ere yet the Sun-God wanes ! 

Care here ne'er lingers. 

Troubles find no home, 
Hope's rosy fingers 

Give each cloud her tone: 
Hail, hail to Granta, 
'Mid schools of lore alone I 
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When stars are peeping, 
And the birds are still, 
And the flowers are sleeping, 
By the babbling rill, 

Hail, hail to Granta, 

We'll troll with gleeful will I 



What, though dons and proctors 

Trouble and perplex. 
And the stately doctors 
With their quibbles vex, 
Hail, hail to Granta, 
We'll bow before thy lex ! 

Reverend Alma Mater, 

Who thy charms can tell — 
Pater ^ Soror, Frater, 
And sweetheart as well ? 
Hail, hail to Granta, 
Here in the laurel dell ! 

Days are drawing nearer. 
When we'll say adieu. 
To thy courts, and drearer 
Grows the tower-tipp'd view. 
Hail, hail to Granta, 
Here, in the hours of dew t 
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This ode of doubtful art and power, 

He begg'd me on an eve in June, 

To write, and wield it to the tune 
That we had trolled within the hour, 

Of " Eton's Boating Song," for he 
Thus spake, you know and love the air, 
And, well before I was aware, 

I'd sung the strain he begg'd of me. 

Methinks that Poesy ne'er lends 

Such pleasant gifts, as when we sing 

On some beseeming trivial thing, 

To please the minds we call our friends. 

Friendship I oh, sacred, solemn word. 
Despoiled by sensuous thought and deed. 
Or calumn'd by a foulsome rede, 

Or by the cynic's lampoons blurr'd : 

Yet yielding golden russet fruit 

Of wisdom and integrity. 

Or mingled cofraternity 
Of that God-gifted'impulse— Truth I 
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PART III. 

Oh bridge, from whence the many lights. 
That go to form a perfect whole, 
Breathed deep into my inmost soul, 

A panorama of delights ! 

Oh bridge, from whence the current slow 
Came drifting upwards to my heart. 
From where the stream with liquid dart 

Makes gurgles by the stones below : 

How often have I lean'd upon 

Thy dull grey sides, and castles built, 
Foundation'd on as yielding silt 

As that thrown by the Cam along 

The willow walk, and grove of Queen's ; 
And many a mystic lay, and stave 
I've chanted by the trembling wave. 

Beneath the willow's emerald screens ; 

When from the vault of heaven, the clouds. 
Before the blinding sun of noon, 
Had sunk into a deathful swoon. 

Or fled in roseal tinted crowds. 

Or by the willow's dusk-thrown shade. 
When trem'lous stars hung out overhead, 
I've seen the features of the dead 

•Gleam silently within the glade. 
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And Wals INGHAM the statesman pass, 

Elizabethan in his mien, 

And watch'd him stand as in a dream, 
To gaze intently on the grass. 

As though he read there courtly spells. 
And solved the Spanish secresy, 
And shaped his formless diction free, 

And saw new glintings in the hells 

Of subtle statecraft's quenchless fires, 
And learn'd events that would befall, 
And bulletins from Hade's Hall 

Came swiftly on the devil's wires ! 

Or when the gloom was muffling 
The bosquets grey, and coverts red, 
Saw Walpole pace with measured tread,. 

When little winds were ruffling 

The sallows by the river brink. 

The purple tipp'd valerian, 

Till wavelets by the alders ran, 
Among the unmown grass to sink. 

And heard him scoff at ethic's creeds. 

And dub them sentiment, and weak 

Outpourings of a heart, a-reek 
With sad-faced Virtues, while the weeds 
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Of social and convential form 

Clogged half the growth of fearlessness ; 

Thus his soliloquies, at best, 
Robbed morning of the grace of dawn. 

Here, by the lowly bramble bush. 

When rose-like blooms shone 'mid the green. 

How often in the eve' I've seen 
Along the banks, at twilight's hush. 

My friend approaching, he the first, 
Who sought me in my freshman's term. 
And kindled fires, ere long to burn 

In smouldering glow, then forth to burst 

In lucid flames, that Time may dim, 
Yet in the after years, methinks 
Affection's uncorrosive links 

Will ever bind me close to him : 

E'en though the Southern Cross is hung 
Above my head, and 'neath its stars, 
I hear no more the melting bars 

Of ** Jolly Boating Weather " sung ; 

Yet that great love I felt for thee, 

And still feel, will make light of space. 
And silver footed well keep pace, 

Till Memory draws thee unto me. 
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PART IV. 

The mavis flutes upon the lawn, 

The swallows twitter by the reeds 

And rashes of the watery meads, 
Here, in the sun-flush of the dawn. 

The tangles of forget-me-nots, 

And king-cups glisten, bath'd with dew, 
And periwinkles sapphire blue 

Bloom in the happy trysting spots. 

But hark 1 1 hear, within the still. 

The' bell that calls to Eucharist ; 

Is it Saint Giles ? I seem to wist,- 
S. Giles beneath the Castle Hill, 

Where we have taught the Sunday-school, 
And from the boys have won such smiles, 
As must have gleam'd from out the eyes. 

First vision'd by Siloam's pool. 

But here, in this dim walk of limes, 

Eternal sabbath broods, the still — 

Just broken by the distant mill. 
That beats a measure to my rhymes ; 

And seems to echo o'er and o*er — 

We meet, and greet, and clasp warm hands. 
Then pass beyond the Shadow lands, 

To leave the Earth for evermore! 
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Here have we wander'd, conning deep 
The prospect of the scholarships, 
Or medallists, or Tripos lists, 

When Day was sinking into sleep ; 

And Clare was looming duskily, 

And Great Saint Mary chimed to men,.. 
The final stroke of solemn ten, 

As we pass'd that vast chestnut tree, 

That flings its shadow on the lawn, 
And holds the latest of the rays 
Of evetide, in our Lady's Mays, 

Or feels the earliest warmth of morn. 

Here have we wandered, urging forth 

Proposals for the Union, 

When all the land was filled with song,. 
And flowers were carpeting the earlh : 

And arguing impetuously, 

With all the fiery heat of youth, 
Self-conscious of a love for truth, 

Of foibles, clung to tenderly. 

On civic polity, and grave 
Dissensions in the House of Peers^ 
Or what would be the future years 

Of states beyond the western wave : 
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Or questions of theology, 

The quibbles of the narrow'd mind, 

Or what the anxious student finds, 
In theories of geology — 

How that the walk of King's had been 

The low shore of a surging tide, 

And ocean surfs had broken wide, 
Where now the grass waves golden-green ! 

Or held debates on socialists, 

Tract arians, or those who hold 

Morality the purest gold 
Of Faith, unmingled with the schists 

Of what the world calls Protestant, 
Who raise the cry. No Pope ! No Priest !. 
Whose bread is leaven'd by the yeast 

Of some half saintly sycophant. 

Poor fools ! who for a moment's fame 
Would drag religion through the mire,. 
And burn the Crucifix with fire, 

With Him, Who sanctified its name ! 

Or read the story of the stars, 

While strife waged fiercer than before,.. 
Of what the state had been of yore. 
And would be, of the planet Mars. 
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Or evolution claimed its place, 
And Darwin, foster'd or abus'd. 
Was cited, and his theories us'd, 

To prove development of race, 

And progress in the Earthly scheme, 
And succinctly the law was laid 
To solve the wide extended braid. 

That links us to Medusae green. 

Oh happy days, how soon ye died, 
But twilight followed in your wake, 
And o'er the orange-tinted lake, 

A lingering glow is left behind, 

The glow of friendship ting'd with gleams 
Of God-like loveliness, and gems 
Aglistening from the rosebud stems 

Of Paradise, that charm my dreams. 
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PART L 

Not in the bustling world, nor quite 
Beyond its turmoil, is the site 
Of Jesus' quaint old ivied towers, 
And sun-lit courts, and red-leav'd bowers. 

Here in the flush of autumn day, 
When waning Sol gleamed silvered ray, 
I wander'd, when an autumn tint 
Had placed on every shrub its print. 

The last tea-rosebuds faintly bloomed, 
And giant elms like spectres loomed, 
Bereft of all their loveliness. 
And shivering with a vague distress. 

And not far distant rural sounds 
Broke from the happy pasture grounds — 
The lowing of the udder'd kine, 
Or bleat of sheep beside the line — 

The liquid line — ^which Cam's fair stream 
Meandering makes, while every beam 
Of light, refracted from its waves, 

The lawn-like banks with glory laves. 
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I entered in the House of Prayer, 
And mark'd the richness everywhere, 
Which royal grace and regal fund 
Made sacred to Saint Rhadegund — 

The stately stalls, the arches grey, 
The painted panes, which morning's ray 
Revariegates, when mystic rites 
Are figured in the Altar lights. 

The transepts dim, the arches vast, 
Which legend forth the saintly past, 
The lectern desk, the marble floor, 
The holy water by the door. 

I turned athrough the Library Hall, 
For long the scene of many a brawl, 
And saw within the windows' lights, 
A cock asserting lordly rights : 

Who meditating high to soar. 
Crowed, '* ''Eywct/xt oXcktw/o," 
To which his rival answer'd so. 
With spirit, " Ovrm Kal lyw." 

Then passed into the pleasant courts. 
Where later flowers of varied sorts 
Yet bbom'd, the pale chrysanthemums 
Or scarlet hued geraniums. 
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ivied courts, that ever keep, 
E'en in the depth of Winter sleep, 

A grace and richness, when the sheaves 
Are gamer'd, and the sereing leaves 

Have fallen from the chestnut tree, 
And swallow troops have left the lea, 
And, in the fallow'd iron-bound tove, 
The daisy peeps no more above. 

College of boatmen, wjio uphold 
The prestige of their sons of old. 
The Light Blue Heroes, who preserve 
The fame of Granta, and deserve 

Her warmest thanks and grateful praise, 
And in the trials, in the Mays, 
From stroke to bow, despite of red 
S. John's, they keep the river head : 

When cheering crowds along the banks 
Rush wildly in tumultuous ranks. 
And breathless pause to greet and cheer 
The conquerors again this year. 

1 seem to see ye yet once more, 
Unfurl your flag by reedy shore, 
And, with the consciousness of fame, 
Row slowly onwards, while your name 
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Rebreaks from every rank and tongue- 
Jesus again the race has won, 
And thrushes in the abile, 
Extol you in their minstrelsy. 



PART II. 

This is the place, where long ago, 
Among the hawthorns, white and red. 
Great Cranmer walk'd with care and woe^ 
And bended head. 

Beneath the ivy-vested shades, 
Beneath the hip-dyed crimson groves. 
Where winter birds made questful raids, 
In countless droves ; 

Where mellow fluted throats full clear. 
Made music through the shades around,. 
And troops of antler'd fallow deer 
Trod o'er the ground. 

And gorgeous butterflies swept past. 
And bees boomed in the hour of noon,. 
And glow-worms tiny lamplets cast. 
Beneath the moon. 
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And here he ponder'd seeking truth, 
And toss'd about by varied creeds, 
And wond'ring what of ripen'd fruit, 
Grew 'mid the weeds — 

The weeds of bigotry, and rife 
Dissensions in a later faith, 
Whose leaders haunted by the strife. 
And spectral wraith 

Of self- aggrandisement, yet swore 
To tenets nobler, purer, far 
Than those of that base alloy'd ore. 
That metall'd bar, 

Distemper'd with impurities, 
Corroded with offensive rust, 
Uncar'd for by a sensual ease, 

Grown thick with dust. 

And in his thoughts the future mix'd. 
The vista of the days to come, 
When England's aims again were fix*d 
To further Rome. 

And he unstably wavering, now 
Attached to this or that, but yet 
Unconscious what to think, or how 
His sun would set : 
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At length is tried, imprison'd, till 
He spoke aloud with fearless breath, 
And gained beneath the Christ Church Mill 
The martyr's death. 

Then from his reverie he rose, 
And tear-eye'd plaintively he sigh'd, 
And from a heart as pure as snows, 
At Christmastide ; 

He sware to keep what in his soul 
He felt was wisest, holiest, best, 
Yet trusting in his strength alone, 
Tho' bued with zest. 

He for a time gave way, till last 
Recanting, boldly faced the fire, 
And from fanatic zealots pass'd 
To something higher ! 

The grass waves golden-green as then. 
Each spring brings groves of tinted bowers, 
And yearly pass the lives of men. 
Like summer flowers. 

And from thy fane the muffl'd bell 
Still tolls the passage of the soul. 
And whispers 'tis the fatal knell 
Of earthly goal ! 
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The end of fame, of aims destroyed, 
Whose voices die across the sea, 
That knows not wave, or storm or tide — 
Eternity ! 

Beyond whose mists, the meteor globes 
Show thousands of a countless throng, 
Who vested in translucent robes 
Chant Victory's song — 

Far from these ivied courts and hall. 
Far from these leaves of verdant stem, 
beyond these groves, and bosquets tall, 
And Jesus' men. 



PART III. 

From Erin's emerald misty isle, 
A stranger came to Granta's shade, 

And in the cloisters of your pile, 
A fund of matchless wit displayed— 

Of wit, which found in all its cue. 

Which punn'd the doctors and the dons, 

Or brought to sight of public view 

Some simple freshman steep'd in wrongs 
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That drew the Master as a Fool, 
The Tutors grave as sprightly imps, 

The noble Chancellor as a tool, 

To furnish these with pott'd shrimps. 

And browned potatoes, juicy steaks. 
For if the legend lore be true. 

The devils with their hoofs and rakes 
Are hungrier souls than me or you ! 

That made a butt of countless men. 
And fooFd them o'er and o'er again. 

While not one glimmering ray of ken 
Dawn'd in the thick Teutonic brain — 

Poor souls, who laugh'd at Irish wrongs, 
And curs'd the Irish with a will. 

And saw no grace in Irish songs. 
Were ridicul'd by Irish skill, 

And made a laugh and gazing stock, 
And for them dawn'd no day but one — 

The first of April — endless mock 

Made College Years a term of wrong. 

Here read a lesson, English-folk, 
Who if ye had the needful power. 

Would keep the sister isle in yoke. 

And make its sons beneath you cower : 
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Men of a loftier chivalry, 

Of nobler heart, of tenderer soul, 
Who joined in close affinity, 

To make with thee a perfect whole : 

For here is one from Erin's Isle, 

Of Irish stamp, and race, and namCi 

Who, 'spite of crafty foe and wile. 
Lives 'mong the Jesus' list of fame ; 

Is proudly recognised as one. 

Who strove not vainlessly to earn 
This sobriquet — he truly won — 

The cultur'd wit, bold Laurence Sterne. 

Ye cannot understand their bursts 

Of spirit, nor their sentiments. 
That for a mystic beauty thirsts, 

Unsatisfied with compliments ; 

No more than yon base cynic feels 

The breathings of the Poet's muse, 
Or comprehends the Poet's peals. 

Or drinks from Nature's book its views. 

Like swine that wallow in the mire, 

Unmov'd by warblings of the lark, 
That 'mid the clouds soars high and higher. 

Above the daisies in the park; 
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Ye fail to grasp their melody, 
That urges to impulsive moods ; 

While insults and contempts from thee, 
In vengeful cloud around them broods. 

But not far distant breaks a scene 
Of Peace, and flower deck'd Unity, 

And Albion's white and Erin's green. 
Are mingFd o'er the Irish Sea : 

And crowned with wreath'd azalea, 
I see them join in common songs. 

And common bacchanalia, 

Forgetful of the years of wrongs ; 

Forgetful of the bitter past. 

And varied thoughts on Christian creed, 
And bringing forth the fruit at last, 

Sprung from the true and Gospel seed 1 



PART IV. 

Here would I leave thee breathing Peace, 
And from my random pencillings cease. 
But ere I bade thy towers adieu. 
One lustrous name broke on my view — 



JESUS COLLEGE. 6l 

God-gifted Coleridge, brief thy works, 
Yet in them such rare beauty lurks, 
They should in silver be enroll'd. 
And bound in clasps of purest gold. 

Here in thy youthful college days. 
Thy Muse first sang her gem-lit lays, 
Here, in the flush of even fall, 
Thy step has pass'd 'neath ivied wall. 

Here when the shifting gloom reveal'd 
The white kine fleckering 'mid the trees, 

Thy feet have trod the dusky field, 

Thy spirit caught, from out the breeze, — 

A music not of earth or space, 

But floating from iEolian harps 
Of queenly women, in the place, 

Where stretch'd in silken shaded barques. 

The souls pass to the Happy Land, 

Are ferried o'er the purple meres, 
And, at the golden-reeded strand. 

Pass to the Life that sees no tears ! 

H*5re, by Cam's rippl'd eddying pools, 

The master-mind broke through the cords,. 

That narrow'd all the ethic schools, 
And, stretch'd on iris-scented swards. 
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He solv'd with penetrating glance, 
And comprehensive vision sage, 

The restlessness of fickle France, 
And taught, as teacher of the age, 

A nobler typ'd philosophy, 

Of sterner metal than the past — 

To make the rights of nations free, 

And 'stablish them through Time to last ; 

Until true Catholic they became. 
And ever biding, till the hours 

Of Earth had ceas'd, and other reign. 
Than this, had garlanded her flowers. 

Until the full Millennium 

Of Christ had dawn'd upon the earth, 
And all the human breathing sum 

Of millions knew a loftier birth. 

And so he sang his song, nor knew 
The heart responsive tears it drew, 
And how, more sweet than chords of birds, 
The nation hung upon his words : 

Until he left this lesser life. 
This ever struggling baneful strife 
With devils' lusts and darts of hell, 
With Innocence for aye to dwell 
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Beyond the sapphire orb-like dome, 
Beyond the rainbow, in that Home, 
Where hush'd is all Philosophy 
In gloaming of Eternity ! 



»' M ^f"^ 



CHRISrS COLLEGE. 

PART L 

There is a college in Saint Andrew's Street, 
And o'er its gate a royal shield display'd, 
And 'neath it pass the countless hurrying feet 
Of every stage in rank's e'er changing grade ; 
Its students many a lasting mark have made, 
And, from the precincts of its silent courts, 
Have issu'd Culture's gifts, of divers sorts, 
And walk'd the noblest of the sons of Fame, 
Who gave their school an everlasting Name ! 

Here in a beauteous noon of later May, 

« 

I enter'd 'neath the portals, pass'd the Hall, 

But just rebuilt, where, through the live long day. 

The new-fledg'd sparrows chirp with greedy call. 

And saw the mulberry rise, grim, gaunt, and tall. 

Of late revested in a suit of green. 

That form'd a graceful, cool, and grot-like screen. 

With moss-grown trunks, and weird gnarled branch, asp 

tho' 
It bore the impress of long years ago. 
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Whence did it spring ? and why the reverence given 

To this old trunk so sedulously kept, 

Whose upmost boughs near touch the sapphire heaven, 

And why its base is constantly o'erswept 

By ladies' robes, full every day of seven ? 

These are the thoughts that strike a stranger's mind, 

And if, perchance, my story wearies not, 

I'll tell what you in Letter's tal'e may find 

Of him, who planted it upon this spot : — 

Long, long ago, a youth with thoughtful eyes. 
And golden hair, from London's bustling roar, 
Had enter'd where the buttressed gateway lies, 
And pass'd beneath the shadow of its door : 
Full young was he, but ere his course was o'er 
At Granta's schools, his name was known afar, 
He drank sweet music from the morning star, 
And from his harp smote richest chords of song,. 
Whose strains will through the JEons linger on. 

Immortal Milton ! round thy brow is bound 

A laurel wreath of perfum'd asphodel. 

Thy sadden'd years, and mournful days are crownfA 

With gorgeous rose, and dew-tipp'd heather^bell,, 

Befitting flowers thy varied Muse to tell — 

That saw the Spirit hover over space 

(Ere Time began its well nigh wearied race-,. 

With nimble tread and silver-footed pace). 

Or heard the councils in the shades of Hell ; 



I 
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Saw Belial rise, the master-spirit he, 
That plann'd destruction 'gainst the marble haUs 
Of heaven, and with his glittering oratory, 
To strive to snap his haughty spirit's thralls. 
And set himself and compeers wholly free. 
And break their bondage, and his speech instills 
Their hearts with madness, and wild passion fills 
Those fallen souls, and stirs their evil wills 
To furious charge against the God-built walls I 

And Satan, Prince of Demons, high enthron'd. 
In royal splendour, more exquisite far 
Than Eastern kings, or potentates of old, 
Engirt with many a hoop, and ring, and star 
Of snowy pearl and liquid emerald gem ; 
And heard him sware full awful in that hour. 
To crush Divinity, and make it cower. 
And blear one beauty of its perfect power. 
That likeness of it, which the gods called men. 

Or in the evening's calm in Eden's glade, 
Saw twilight gather, when the drowsy sun 
Was steeping every shrub, and brake, and blade. 
In shimmering light, and when the day had done 
Its dole of work, and sleepful rest had won ; 
And, when the nightingales sang one by one. 
Then broke in raptur'd strains of minstrelsy. 
Whose echoes died far o'er the Persian sea, 
And faintly chorus'd low antistrophe ; 
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Within the flush of gloaming, violet eyed, 
"With ripprd ringlets floating to her knees, 
Whose silken shred?, just ruffl'd by the breeze, 
Made gleams of glory 'mid the dusky trees, 
Fair Eve come forth, who for the moment sigh*d 
To find her love not there, but ere long smil'd, 
As Adam stole one arch look from afar. 
Where he, concealed by flower'd azalea. 
Had plann'd this guileless bacchanalia ! 

Or when the last long streak and amber rim 
Of gold had sank behind the Tigris stream. 
They sang their Evensong of praise to Him, 
Who made them, then lay down at peace to dream, 
On velvet couch of moss, while willow spray 
Encurtain'd them, and through the silent night 
The stars above with ever shifting ray. 
Like sentry-guard, preserved them till the light, 
And God Himself appeared at break of day. 

And last — how one sad hour the evil fell, 
And Satan, the arch fiend, in stealthy guise, 
-Crept from the gloomy depths of sombre hell, 
And breathing venom 'gainst the distant skies, 
Convers'd with Eve, and he, the Prince of Lies, 
Ealse witness bear to God, and bade her take 
The guilty fruit, whose luscious pulp would wake 
Her from her simpleness, and truly make 
Like to the gods, discerning what was wise. 
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And how she took the fatal seed, nor yet 

StoppM there, but gave her helpmate also, who 

Ate of it, and the sun for ever set 

Of innocence, from their now sensual view ; 

And when the eve once more her mantle drew, 

The condemnation came, the dire distress, 

The fading of the former loveliness. 

They pleased their eyes, but counted not the cost, 

Were cast away, and Paradise was lost ! 



PART II. 

Such was the story. Here the moral comes — 
A reign of war had drench'd the land with blood, 
And clang of steeds, and bellowing groans of drums 
Had made a waste, where once ten homesteads stood 
And shards of mouldering bone, and rotting scums, 
Far from God's-acre, and the holy rood. 
Were wasting where the babbling rillet runs, 
Beneath the summer stars, or noontide suns. 

Years pass'd, and in the close of pleasant May, 
A loyal host poured forth to welcome one, 
Who once they'd spum'd, and driven far away. 
But now rewelcomed to his father's throne : 
They greeted him with song and festal lay. 
And swore their fealty to his cause alone ; 
Then Milton lost the longing of his dream. 
And Puritans renounced their grandest scheme. 
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Then in old age, deprived of sight and wealth, 

He sang this epic, not from youthful wines, 

Or fancy passions, but in wasted health, 

And wearied with the bickerings of divines. 

He sought seclusion, and in quiet stealth 

His Muse poured forth the noblest of her rhymes, 

And like the spirits doomed to lasting hell, 

He bade the civic state a long Farewell. 



And saw, in Belial and his compeers bold, 

A fitting type of prelates, who of late 

Had wedg*d again the liturgy of old, 

And fired his soul with burning frenzied hate: 

He stigmatised them Mammon, sons of gold, 

And lucrous lovers of an earthly state 

Who spoil'd his cause, the Eden he ador'd, 

And drove him forth with threatening flaming sword. 



Ah ! never more at evening's still and hush 
Would he revision what the world might be. 
And soloquise beside the waving rush, 
That tipped the river gurgling to the sea. 
Or shelter'd by the bloom of hawthorn bush 
Would chant some gem-lit strain of raphsody ; 
Around him sadness had her mantle flung, 
And dreary mists to all the landscape clung. 
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And Paradise was lost, and that long day 
Of Cromwell's power had set beyond the sun, 
And none remained to sing one stirring lay 
Of all the deeds his iron arm had done, 
Or that bold creed for which he'd pav'd the way 
By naked sword, and sure unerring gun ; 
And those fanatics, 'bued with worthless zeal, 
Who yet held dear the nation's hope and weal. 



And so he wrote, e'en yet another ode. 
And told how Christ, the hated Nazarene, 
Left Jordan's banks, and Salem's holy road. 
To wage a contest with that craft so keen. 
Which tempted Eve, and bound the sinful load 
On fallen man, and stamp'd his soul and mien 
With baneful lusts, which ere by ills deform 'd, 
Had borne the impress of the Triune God. 



And how He overcame, and Satan fled, 
And Angel hosts came glistering in a brede 
Of sunlight, in the morn, when night was dead,. 
And sang warm praises of his perfect rede : 
And even then by seraph-lips 'twas said — 
The King of Nations had of old decreed. 
That Satan should be vanquish'd, guilt o'ercome,. 
And man once more win back his Eden Home. 
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And so his story ran, and last there broke 

The image of a kingdom, saintly, pure, 

Which neither Time nor Conflict's boldest stroke 

Could shake, but whose foundations would endure : 

And fill'd with peace, his gentlest phases woke, 

No longer civic strifes could vex or lure; 

The cause of Christ had conquer'd and prevail'd. 

And Heaven lost was Paradise Regained I 



PART III. 

*Twas night, the mellow'd moon had slowly swept 
The violet vault of clouds, and like a shield 
Of ancient god, its burnished disc-face kept 
A silent watch o'er court, and marshy field; 
Its glinting light a happy tone reveal'd 
Of softened splendours, and the languid lush 
Of beams had bath'd the land within the hush. 



There in that hour, I dream' d of other days. 

Of relics of long years now past and fled. 

And saw within the lengthening moony rays, 

A vision of the dying and the dead ; 

The pencill'd streams transchanged to faggots red. 

That leap'd and hiss'd in sputtering tongues of fire^ 

Whose scorching flames rose swiftly high and higher; 
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The grey old towers of Christ's are now displaced 
By Baliol's lofty pile, and Oxford fanes 
Are reproduced in Granta's narrow lanes ; 
And soldiers armed, and civic beadles maced 
Raise threatening gestures, where confusion reigns ; 
But now amazement awes the populace. 
As two grave men approach the fiery place. 

And silence falls — And in the still they hear 
Bold Latimer, in tones persuasive, bland — 
We shall this day, if bold and void of fear, 
Alight a torch to blaze through all the land, 
And grasping Ridley with undaunted hand, 
His form was bound to bigot's zealous stake, 
And sacrificed for his opinion's sake. 

Here read a lesson, ye who fume and prate 
On diverse creeds, and differences of thought. 
Who, under grace of bettering the State, 
Have venom'd hatred, and dissensions wrought, 
And then the ills in other lines have sought, 
When all the time ye plann'd the direful blow. 
Ye wrong'd your God, and stirr'd up human woe. 

Religion — idle word, and fruitless plant. 
To ye, poor fools, who clutch it feverishly, 
And seek in dubious guise, and idle rant. 
And narrow'd minded sects your comfort, ye 
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Are devil's agencies from hell set free, 

To rear discomforts, planning many a lurch, 

To break the Unity of Holy Church ! 

The Catholic Faith — it is nonentity, 

When Rome gives out one dogma, and when East 

Rejects the Western Pope's authority, 

And keeps another, and a later Feast ; 

And there the discord not as yet has ceas'd, 

For storms of hatred follow in its wake. 

And not far distant looms the deathly stake. 

How long! how long! ye contraversalists, 
Ere Unity will heal your bleeding scars. 
And all the thousand darkling blinding mists 
Will break, and veil no more the glistering stars 
That halo round the brows of saintly lists, 
WTio for the faith in purer days strove on, 
When Christ and Christendom were truly one I 



PART IV. 

Elm-shadow'd gardens, where the blackbird's pipe 
Comes earliest in the spring, and cuckoo's call 
Is heard when April days and showers are ripe, 
By wearied students in the Lecture Hall, 
Who follow Christian Fellows through the Plays 
Of iEschylus, or sweet Horatian lays : 
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Or Static's laws of Forces, and the rules 

Of conic sections, and the mystery 

Of logarithms, or in the varied schools 

Of dead philolog}-, or histor}', 

Or where translucent gleams of genius stray, 

When Novum Testatnentum claims the day : 

Here, in thy walks have wander'd Reason's sons. 
Bold children of the Mind's Philosophy, 
Whotrack'd the course of planets, stars, and suns. 
And cited what the future state would be 
Of myriad worlds, with cirrus cloudlets glazed. 
On which by night with craving ken they gazed. 

Or fossil'd forms gave rise to warm dispute 
On genus, species, or the local site. 
Where first discover'd, of the bone or tooth, 
Or foliage spray, or leaf, or corprolite, 
Until the vexing problem had been solved. 
And structure from the form had been evolved. 



But chief of all thy physicists was he. 
Who sought in Ethic 's laws the truth to prove 
Of that grand story Christianity, 
Impress'd with the ensignia from above, 
O'er which is drawn a lustrous sheeny veil, 
Which should exempt it from the lewd assaiL 
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The quiet scorn of minds imbued with pride, 

A pride — the heritage from sire to son, 

Of age on age, who silently deride, 

What Christ and Christendom so well have done. 

Who snatch the lilies from the conquering brow 

Of Him, Who wears them in His glory now. 

So Paley wrote, and in his arguments 
He broke the gist of Hume's material view. 
And answered all the surplus complements 
In common fairness, rendering each its due, 
And o'er it flung ungarnish'd Reason's light 
That those in doubt might read conviction right. 

Another man of men has walk'd thy bowers. 

Another skill'd in antiquary toil, 

He sought, in mouldering keeps and 'battl'd towers^ 

A refuge from the din of earth's turmoil, 

Or where the roofless fane with sculptured arch, 

In ruins rose, 'mid poplar, birch, and larch. 

Or where the moat'd dungeon grimly kept 
A watch about the sluice, where marish moss 
Grew rank and dark, and shivering willows wept^ 
As tho' o'er vanish' d Fame, and Fortunes lost, 
And cast long shadows when the evening fell. 
And Crowland rang the mellowing Curfew belL 
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Or when the starshine through the painted panes, 
At twilight hour, was dusking saints and kings, 
And thro* the open'd door, the summer lanes 
Were rich in breaths of loveliest scented things, 
The cultur'd L6land walk'd the cloister' d aisles, 
And saw the spirits gleam in dreamy files. 

And thus he pass'd from shrine and Minster choir 

Of York to Lincoln, thence to Ely's nave, 

And southward to the lofty tapering spire 

Of SaHsbury above the Avon's wave, 

Or where the Ladies of the Mercian Vale 

O'er moated Lichfield told Religion's tale. 

Time honoured Christ's, immortalis'd by men 
Of rarest worth, and noblest range of views. 
Accept this worthless tribute of my pen, 
This lowly song of e'er capricious Muse, 
Believing it my reverential mede, 
For thy fam'd sons of everlasting rede I 
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PART L 

Shrine of Nature's Beauty, here 
Through the changing season'd year. 

Gleams of loveliness 
Break from early Spring-tide's bows. 
To late Winter's drifting snows 

Cold and pitiless. 

When the first pale blossoms peep, 
And the trees in death-like sleep 

Hang with icicles, 
I have seen thy gardens gay 
Shimmer, when one silvered ray 

Melted tiny rills — 

Flowing from the stately elms. 

Till they shook the fortress'd realms 

Of the Giant Frost, 
And with slowly creeping stream, 
Silently as in a dream. 

In the Cam were lost. 
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Or, when bustling March had tipp'd 
Crocus bulbs, in gold equipp'd, 

Or in purpl'd robes, 
I have wandered *neath the trees, 
Which in ripe September breeze 

Hang with rose-flush'd globes. 

'Neath their shadows daffodils 
Droop where dew-tipp'd violet fills, 

With rich perfum'd gusts, 
All the crisp sea-scented air, 
Where the white streak' d ivy rare 

Twines 'round marble busts. 



Or when April primrose bloom 

Bursts from out of Earth's dank womb, 

Shooting golden stars, 
I have heard the cuckoo's call. 
And the blackbird's pipings fall. 

In melodious bars. 



Here, the Martyr Latimer 
Caught the vexing strife and stir 

Of Indulgences, 
And with weird presentiment, 
Which the solemn eve-fall lent, 

Felt what end was his. 
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Saw the vista of the years, 
And the sufferings, and the tears, 

And imprisonment. 
And the sad and awful death, 
And the last convulsive breath, 

When his life was spent. 

Never were such glades as these. 
Every little wave of breeze 

Running o'er with song, 
Xver rustling with the flights 
Of the birds, like spirit wights. 

Through the sun-light long. 

Never were such velvet swards 
Meet for circlings of the gods 

Of mythology. 
In the crimsoning moony reign, 
Till the dawning broke again 

O'er the Eastern lea. 

Oh, 'tis sweet to be alone. 

When the spring-stars one by one 

Steel from out the gloom, 
See the tones of evening pass 
Duskily across the grass, 

And King's Chapel loom, 
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Like some vast cathedral pile. 
Owning many a dim-lit aisle. 

And low cloister walk ; 
Looking in the darkling gloam 
Mighter than the fane at Rome 

Or the shrine at York ! 



Lying here beneath the leaves, 
Fame a thousand fancies weaves 

Lustrous, lovely, lush ! 
Till the blushes from my cheeks 
Paint the daisies* pearly streaks, 

'Neath the alder bush. 



Lying here, while every nook 
Is a Nature-Science book, 

Teaching botany, 
And the melodies of birds 
'Bue me with poetic words, 

Thoughts for poesie, 

Garner'd for a future day, 
To appear in random lay, 

Or in restless lines. 
While the thrushes' last adieu,. 
And the bubbling liquid dew 

Tell, 'mid other signs. 
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That the Evensong is near, 
And the spell to students dear, 

And the vesper hour ; 
So I leave thy garden-groves, 
And the cooing of birds' loves. 

And thy emerald bower. 

And the last low purple flush. 
And the music of the hush, 

And the twilight gloom, 
iEschylus to read and note. 
History to learn by rote, 

In my silent room. 

Shrine of Nature's Beauty, here 
Through the changing seasoned year^ 

Gleams of loveliness 
Break around me everywhere. 
In these minstrel' d glades of Clare, 

Roseal beauteousness ! 
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PART II. 

The summer buds have once again 
Spread o'er each grove, and glade, and lane. 
Their golden glory-haloed reign, 
And deftly woven, not in vain. 

Their tinted meshes everywhere. 
And hawthorn sweets have pass'd away. 
And gorgeous roses claim the day. 
While saintly lilies bend to pray. 

Those flowers that ever droop in prayer. 

The tulip cups reope to drink 
The glories of the noon, nor think 
Of that sad hour, when Sol will sink, 
Beyond the westering meadow's brink, 

In blushes of the eveii-fall ; 
And velvet pansies amber eyed. 
And orange fluted, stiff" with pride, 
Blow where the violet blooms have died. 

Beneath the ivy-garnish'd walk. 

One summer's eve we wander'd here] 
Wilfride and I, where bubbling clear. 
The tiny brooklet swell'd to mere. 
And watch'd the crimson cloudlets blear 

The beauty of the setting sun : 
And by the willow-guarded bank. 
And by the reeds luxuriant, dank. 
Ere evening in the West had sank. 

My friend told how his love had mn. 
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He knew a maiden golden-haired, 
Whose braided plaits had ne'er been bared 
To dewy chill, who, gently reared, 
As yet for no one greatly cared, 

Than those whom Nature made her own. 
Her eyes were blue as summer morn, 
Her cheek-flush like the roseal dawn, 
And as you gazed new charms were born, 

She stood among her sex alone ! 

The daughter of a noble line. 
Whose crest had been the battle sign 
Of threescore Earls — " Beware of mine " — 
Who in the roll of History shine 

As mating with the royal blood 
Of Scotland, and, among the peers, 
Their names have thrided creeping years. 
As Party men and civic seers, 

Who foremost in the ranks have stood. 

They met — her ebon brow was girth 
With diam.ond gems, and liquid mirth 
Had marked her features, gentle birth 
Had drawn the noblest of the earth 

To that resplendent revelry ; 
He gazed around, himself low born. 
But 'bued with Nature's pride and scorn, 
A poet from the people torn. 

By force of his own minstrelsy. 
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So Wilfride gazed, and in that scan, 
He pass'd from boyhood into man, 
His view along the faces ran, 
Some rosy blooming, others wan, 

Until it fixed on her sweet one 
The grand ideal of his soul. 
The full attainment of his goal 
Of perfect Beauty in one whole, 

The lovely Ladye of his song I 

They met — what need of farther word. 
Have ye yourselves not often heard, 
And solved the mystery as absurd, 
And spitefully perchance have blurr'd 

That sentiment or sense call'd Love, 
Which cynics censure, mental want, 
And ladies garlanding the Font, 
In Church, at Christmas, duly vaunt, 

As offshoot of the Heaven above. 

And other meetmgs followed these. 
And 'neath the falling of the leaves, 
Their troth was made, by barley sheaves. 
Among the happy harvest fields. 

But, ere the New Year bells had peal'd. 
Her troth was broken, and her word 
Was given to a cousin Lord, 
And Wilfride at the Yule-tide heard 

This more than bitter truth reveal'd. 
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Then evil spirits woke, he swore 
That never would he see her more, 
But, 'mid Earth's bustle and its roar, 
Would make unto the farthest shore 

His name and genius reverenc'd. 
So Wilfride wrote, and yet methinks, 
Through all his rhymes, the cynic links 
With something tender, nor yet sinks. 

E'en when his Muse is most incens'd. 

Such was the story Wilfride told, 
When all the West in drowsy gold 

Was sleeping wearily ; 
Yet even now I see his eyes 
As he declared how he would rise 

To Fame's ambrosial tree. 



PART HI. 

When the stately walk of lime trees 
Scattered showers of russet sear'd leaves, 
In the mournful waves of wild breeze, 

And decay lay everywhere, 
In thy garden aisles I wander'd. 
O'er what is, and was, I ponder'd, 
And with aimless steps I sauntered 

To thy bridge, oh queenly Clare I 
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Saw the crimson sun asleeping, 
And the last long glories steeping 
All the Earth in one long creeping 

Of the beams of amber glow ; 
And beside the swollen river, 
Where the tufted willows quiver, 
Far below I heard the shiver 

Of the boatmen's measured row. 



Oh what solemn beauties mingle 
In this funeral scene, no single 
Jar to vex with tuneless jingle, 

In this grand Dead March of Earth, 
Where the winds are muffl'd trumpets, 
And the clouds are spectr'd spirits, 
To rebear beyond the sunsets — 

Nature, for a nobler birth ! 



Still I hear the self-same cawing 
Of the rooks above me, drawing 
Choicest gossip from the sawing 

Of the new created Don ; 
And they learnt when on the pinion, 
That he was a needy minion 
Of the Vice, of State opinion. 

And a man of ton. 
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And they wonder why the merit 
Should be in what men inherit 
From their sires (how people ferrit, 

To discover the amount!) ; 
Or if in De Brett they're noted, 
And their doings duly roted 
In ** The Morning Post," and quoted 

By Belgravia's fount. 



Still I hear the river babble. 
As it stops perchance to dabble 
With the pebbles, or the rabble 

Of conglomerating stones ; 
Hear it murmur sweetly singing. 
With the water-plover winging 
O'er its waves, these silver ringing, 

Clear, wild monotones — 



Gurgling, babbling, singing. 

Rolling on ; 
Flowers and leavelets bringing. 

Rich in song : 
Through the grey and marshy flats. 
And the rye and barley plats. 

Swiftly winging I 
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Gurgling, babbling, shaking 

Floods of mirth, 
Resurrection making 

Springly birth, 
Here a rillet swells my stream, 
Throws a lucid lustrous beam, 

Glintings waking. 

Gurgling, babbling, smiling 

In the noon, 
In hay-harvest wiling 

'Neath the moon. 
Crowds of wearied rustic men, 
Who are, in the eve' I ken. 

Tired of toiling. 

Gurgling, babbling, weeping 

'Neath the trees. 
When the winds are reaping 

With sharp breeze 
All the chestnut husks and stems. 
And the last of garden gems 

Craft'ly keeping. 

Gurgling, babbling, slowly 

Moving on, 
'Midst the thyme and moly, 

Dead and gone, 
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When in noon of winter's sleep 
Christians celebrate and keep 
Christmas holy. 

Gurgling, babbling, crying 

In the night, 
For the lost ones sighing 

For the Light ! 
Chorusing a last farewell. 
Preluding the Passing Bell 

To the dying I 

In the rose of other mornings, 
And the rime of other dawnings, 

Cam will sing its lay, 
When upon its bridge are gazing, 
Through the gossamer of hazing, 

Poets of another day I 



PART IV. 

It is the Wintertide I 

The snow, in cirrus drifts. 
Has cloth'd the river side 

In spotless pearly rifts, 
And icicles droop low 

Beneath the willow stems, 

In sun-dyed opal gems, 
Like glistering rainbow. 
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The Yule has passed away, 

The New Year bells have rung, 

Our hearts o'erflowed with gay 
Outbursts, for joy we sung ; 

But all things have an end, 
The college term was due. 
And back we flock'd to you. 

Oh, Clare, as to a friend : 



And friend indeed art thou, 
No human lips can tell 

What thou hast been, or how 
We love thee passing well ; 

E'en though the cynic smiles 
At what he thinks a dream, 
Yet still the golden stream. 

In spite of scornful wiles. 



Makes headway to the sea, 
And seems to catch afar. 

Beyond the May-flower *d lea, 
Beyond Hesperian star, 

The restless liberty 
Of ever surging tide, 
And so the scoffer's pride 

Binds us more close to thee. 
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Here by the snow-clad woods, 

Have roamed in every age 
The gracious and the good, 

The thoughtful and the sage — 
The poet linking rhymes, 

The artist seeking tones, 

And lucid shades from stones 
Beneath the arching limes. 



I see them what they were, 

And what they might have been, 

Had Death been kind to spare, 
And left their cherish'd dream 

To be accomplished, then 
Within the scroll of fame 
Would blaze each single name, 

As god-like sons of men. 



I see them in their Art, 

Full carefully define. 
Discerning every dart 

Of that strange, subtle line. 
That masks the truth and ill, 

And o er the startlM world. 

Their flag of Truth unfurl' d. 
Shone from its highest hill I 
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But in the morning flush. 

They laid them down and died. 

Nor lived to see the hush, 
When purple eve' declined, 

And summer planets broke 
From out the orange cloud, 
And night birds warbling loud 

The drowsy mavis woke. 



They laid them down and slept, 
And o'er their early graves, 

The drooping willows wept, 
And zephyrs sang sad staves. 

And violets gemm'd the moss, 
Planted by fair white hands, 
Now distant in far lands, 

Beneath the Southern Cross. 



And so by year on year. 

Some friend from queenly Clare, 
Receives the tribute tear. 

And passes hence to where 
Beyond the shadow, and the mist. 

No soul may come again, 

But in that higher reign. 
For our dear steps they Ust ! 
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PART L 

College most chateau-like, 

In viewing thee I pass away 
To sunny France, and strike 

Chords of sad Memory's other day, 
In that Imperial reign, when glory decked a brow^ 
Long quiet now ! 

Here, through the new-form 'd gate, 

Entering from Trinity street, 
Which bears the motto, late 
Borne by another door more meet, 
Of that sweet title, brave, gentle Humility, 
Worthy of thee, 

Who plann'd its portico 

To that lov'd child of Paradise, 
Breathing to great and low. 

Proverb most true and sagely wise — 
Sink self in others, bidding to public view 
One long adieu I 
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College of medicine, 

Here, in the quiet of thy court, 
In gloam of twilight dim, 
How many skilful minds have wrought, 
To push the progress of the old alchemy 
Forward more rapidly ! 

O intellectual Caius ! 

Who lov'd the old and reverend hall. 
Founded among the trees 

By Gonville, where S. Botolph's call 
Rang out the clanging, through the four seasons long. 
To the sweet Evensong ; 

Long will thy memory live. 

Through centuries of civic strife, 
Long will the students give 
A cheer to thy most useful life. 
Which in its progress, 'bued with sound knowledge. 
Founded their college. 

Here, through a length of lives. 

Through years ungarner'd in the womb, 
" Virtue our death survives," 

Will preach from out thy tablet tomb, 
That was thy motto, which here they rendered. 
Ever remembered. 
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Here, on the festal days, 

When scarlet robes, with measur'd pace, 
Heedless of flattering praise, 

Are walking 'neath the ornate mace, 
We then are minded of that Caduceus, 
Thy gift to us. 

College of medicine, 

In thy low glades and lilac trees, 
Often, indeed, I wean. 
That birds e'er flood the zephyr breeze ; 
» Chorusing harmony, strains of sweet minstrelsy 
Floating melodiously. 

Here, when the red rays fall. 

In glistering beams in queenly May, 
Echoes of memory call 

The scholars of the earlier day — 
That roll of physicists, who stamp'd their beauty, 
With their full duty. 

College of medicine, 

Here, in the still of quiet hours. 
Shaded by leafy screen 

From that ripe moon, that glints thy towers ; 
I sing the glory of thy great sons of fame, 
Who graced thy name. 
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PART II. 

I leave thy music-haunted court, 

Where summer song 
Breaks all the summer daytide long^ 

And dusky throng 
Of birds flit by of varied sort. 

And thro' the Italian'd Gothic gate, 

A modem shrine 
To Virtue and to Wisdom^ fine 

Memorial rhyme 
To him who sought these as his mate.- 

Beneath the stately portico, 

Where, in the past. 
Good Bishop Taylor saw the last 

Of Lenten fast. 
Its prelude festal season know : 

When wearied with a form of faith. 

Devoid of grace. 
That they its tenets might erase. 

They raised, in place, 
Some vestments of a long- laid wraith : 

A something of a carnival 

That knew no end — 
That seem'd a strange protecting friend, 

And seem'd to lend 
Its purposes to common brawl, 
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And revellings of debauchery, 

While wantonness, 
And lewdest acts and drunkenness,. 

And gluttonness 
Ran riot in mazurka free — 

Until the natural purity 

Of English hearts 
Ascended from the sloughy paths. 

And venom'd darts, 
And found a source of good in thee. 

Thou saintly soul, whose noble works 

Overflow with rede, 
And in them, free from noxious weed. 

One God-lit brede 
Of Christian faith and ethics lurks. 

Here, 'neath these overhanging limes. 

In youthful day, 
The statist Thomas Gresham may 

Have troU'd a lay, 
About the splendour of his times ; 

When Shakespeare, with dramatic zeal,. 

Fired every soul, 
And spread o'er them his graceful roll, 

Whose truest goal 
Was England's best and highest weal ;. 

H 



i 
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And Spenser sang his sweetest rhymes, 

And mellow lays, 
And every lip proclaimed his praise, 

Which through the days 
Of Time will float like silver chimes : 



E'en when this quaint old portico 

Will cease to be, 
And strangers from the Western Sea, 

Beneath this tree, 
Will converse of the long ago. 



PART III. 

A silence everywhere. 

No voice of tuneful bird. 
No hum of insect's prayer, 
In this hush*d calm is heard ; 
And far away the beamless sun 
Looks on the earth below, 
Engarb'd in winter's snow. 

When night has run ; 
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And, slowly westering, 

The moon, with withered face, 
Like some deserted thing, 
Enveiled in cloudy lace, 
Is sinking wearily to sleep. 

With fairies of the snow. 
The nymphs of stature low, 
Who sadly weep. 



The requiem of Night, 

Their much adored queen, 
Who holds a sovereign right 
O'er every lawn and green, 
Where magi(j circles, to the flow 
Of tuneful reed and pipe. 
E'er pass, till dawn is ripe. 

And songs are low. 



The morn is passing cold. 

And in the surging flood, 
That rushes swift and bold 
Within my veins, the blood 
That tends to warmth, I think 
Of that true physicist. 
Great Harvey, who, I list. 
Will never sink 



ICX) SKETCHES OF CAMBRIDGE. 

Into oblivion — 

That ruthless sea of Death, 
Where many souls sleep on, 

As though they ne'er had breath ; 
He thrids the cycles of the years, 
The lengthy aeon's span, 
The true courageous man. 

Who knew no fears : 



Whose name will linger on 
Among his craftly clan, 
As he who wrote upon 

Which way the fluid ran — 
That forms the secret spring of life. 
The solemn stately beat, 
That keeps an equal heat. 
Pulsations rife 



With warm corpuscles, which 

The steady rhythms send. 
With those strength-givings rich, 
To the extremest end 
Of digits of the hand and feet ; 
And* one grand harmony. 
In circulation free. 

Comes from that beat. 
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Immortal physicist ! 

E'en in this later time 
Another name, I wist, 
Is equally sublime — 
One who received an Honour's grace 
From this our 'Varsity, 
And who will ever be 

Famed 'mong his race : 



Of European note, 
. For e'en in every land 
The problems he has wrote 
Have, like a mystic wand. 
Flung o'er him noble fame ; and still 
His reputation grows, 
Like rillets after snows, 

And ever will. 



But e'en in saying this 
I moralise, and think 
How brief our day here is — 
How slender is the link 
That makes us elements on earth 

Of that huge-jointed frame- 
Existence is its name ; 

Its source is Birth, 
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And Death its final goal ; 
But that extended plan 
Is e'er one perfect whole, 
Whose atoms, formed of man. 
Are constantly replaced, and fall 
Like yonder i\y leaves, 
That one grand curtain weaves 
Against the wall. 

Here, in the sun-flush'd mom. 
They drop unconsciously ; 
Here, in the snow-girt dawn. 
Some wearied soul is free : 
I hear the solemn passing bell. 
That tolls the last adieu ; 
Soon it may ring for you 

A farewell knell I 



» 



5' PART IV. 



X 



V 



O Gate of Honour, o'er whose arch 

A huge cupola, 
Arising o'er the highest larch. 
And gleaming, in the gloam of March,. 

As something older 
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Than its surroundings, rears its head, 

And is the story 
Of one, long sleeping with the dead, 
Who built this court of sandstone red,. 

Now grim and hoary. 

Here, in the eve, we two have passed. 

And watched the sunset. 
Its length'ning; moated shadows cast 
Across the hedges and the grass, 

With dewy tears wet. 

Here, in the morn, we two have stood. 

While purple Orient 
Arose with streaks of crimson blood. 
And rosy rays, in mellow flood, 

Their tints of tone lent : 

And plann'd the programme for the hours 

Of reading's leisure, — 
The heavy grind — w^here sun-dyed bowers 
Encompass red Madingley's towers, — 

Or, greater pleasure, 

To saunter forth to Trumpington, 

And in the churchyard 
To see the garb that Spring puts on. 
When all the world o'erfloods with song. 

Like thoughts of lute bard : 
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Or down the Granta's stream to row 
In June-tide weather, 

And see canoes and long tubs go ; 

And, while the tiny zephyrs blow. 
To sing together : — 



" Floating down the Freshman's, 
While a languid breeze 

Throws a fleck'ring shadow 
From the o'er weighted trees, 

And the kine are sleeping 
In the summer fields. 



" Floating down the Freshman's 
In the afternoon, 
Nought to break the silence 

But the dulling boom 
Of the wild bee, seeking 
Honey from the broom. 

" Floating down the Freshman's 

On to Byron's pool. 
Floating down the Freshman's 

'Neath the willows cool, 
While the rushes shiver. 

Bowing 'neath our rule. 
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" Floating down the Freshman's, 

Thinking of the Long, 
Floating down the Freshman's, 

Trolling boating song, 
While the college colours 

Pass in gayest throng. 

" Floating down the Freshman's, 

By the old mill dam, 
Which of Chaucer whispers, 

' In memoriam.' 
Oh, this stream is dearer 

Than the far-famed Cam 1 



<( 



Floating down the Freshman's, 
Thinking of the Past, 

Of old friends and comrades 
In the wide world cast, 

And the golden Present 
Stealing swift and fast ! 



^' Floating down the Freshman's, 
When the winds are low, 
Dreaming of the Future, 

When hay-zephyrs blow, 
Mingling tender phases 
Of the Long Ago!" 
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O happy, happy College days I 

O silver hours ! 
O heavenly music-freighted Mays ! 
O mystic trillings of love's lays ! 

O gem-clad bowers ! 
Beneath your spell how swift the flight 

Of youthful years ; 
They left behind a sheeny light, 
With pearls and precious blossoms bright,. 

Recalled with tears ! 



QUEEN'S COLLEGE. 

PART L 

Our Lady save thee, 

Good Queen Margaret ! 
Thou, 'ere the storm brake sorrowfully, 
And stars above thy throne set. 

Founded, full richly, 

This school that lives yet. 

O cloister-court, of exquisite beauty. 

Thy shades are freighted with gleamings of gold ; 
In thee have walked the children of duty. 

In thee have wander'd the heroes of old ! 

O cloister court, so silent and lonely. 

Never, in life, methinks shall I see : 
Dream scenes so lovely, so exquisite, only 

In thee, ghostly passage of spirits, in thee ! 

Oh, cloister court, within thy dim vista. 

In the still morning, may sometimes be traced ; 

Fleck'rings of angels, descending from some star^ 
Swift by the dawning, blurr'd and eras'd. 
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O cloister court, when moon rays are falling, 

Stealthily creeping through shroudings of gloom ; 

And orbs are peering, shyly but brightly, 
In thee, to wander, I leave my room. 

Here, more than elsewhere, my Muse loves to linger. 
Here, seems re-gifted with mystical fire ; 

Here, by the power of Divinity's finger, 
Rises in subject far vaster and higher. 

Here, in the evening, I hear the faint ripple 
And the low gurgle of Cam's swollen flood ; 

Here, in the gloaming, I vision a picture. 

Painted and toned by the good Fisher's blood. 

In that sad chapel, hard by the Tower, 
That rises grimly above London's roar ; 

He sleeps, where genius, and beauty, and power, 
Are laid to rest 'neath the white marble floor. 

Headless he slumbers, his dust intermingling 
With the unhappy, the friendless, the brave ; 

While the sweet breezes still carol in zephyrs, 
While the green rushes still dip in the wave. 

O cloister court, athrough thy low archways 

The nightingale's trillings come richly and clear ; 

When they are piping tenderest love lays, 
When they are warbling sonatinas near. 
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cloister court, in lushness of starshine, 
When Heaven is spangling tremulous light ; 

1 have drank poesy, stronger than old wine, 

To gild my feelings glisteringly bright. 

Here in thy glooming, leaning and dreaming, 
Shaping my thoughts into common-place words ; 

Failing so often, say, can ye wonder. 

Can ye decipher the chords of the birds ? 

O cloister court, while the red spark shall glimmer 
Of gentle reason, believe me thy scene, 

Portray'd so deeply, will quiver and shimmer. 
Brightest of pictures, that once have been ! 

Our Lady save thee. 

Good Queen Margaret ! 
Thou, 'ere the storm brake mournfully. 
And glory from thee ever set, 

Founded for knowledge 

This noble college. 



PART II. 

I see the streaks of other days 

Make one grand dawn of precious glow ; 

And, through the cloudlets of its snow, 

One voice bespeaking clear and low. 
Caressingly, and full of praise. 

The story of the long ago. 



no SKETCHES OF CAMBRIDGE. 

r 

The story of a chequer'd life, 

But lovely as a bridal dream ; 

Whose swiftly flowing, sparkling stream 

Is gemm'd by many a silvery beam, 
With golden interchangings rife, 

That from its bubbles break and gleam. 

From the stately spires and turrets of the sea girt 

Rotterdam, 
That ripe scholar came to England, settled by the 

ripphng Cam. 

Bold Erasmus, truly Greatness claimed thee as his 

chiefest son, 
Stamped thee with his richest favour, made thy fame 

and genius one. 

Leaving that Cathedral city, and the dim cathedral 

nave, 
He went forth to where the Bastille frowned above 

the Seine's green wave. 

Thence he left that fair, sweet country, that brave 

city of romance. 
Gayest, sprightliest of the bevy of the daughters of 

loved France, 

Sailed across the surf-tipped Channel, saw the white 

cliffs looming high. 
From the bosom of the ocean, right against the 

primrose sky. 



' QUEEN S COLLEGE. Ill 

Saw the [bustling quay of Dover, and, ere long, the 

cross-topp'd spire, 
Rising o'er S. Mary's, Oxford, like a glint of amber 

fire. 

Thence he passed to happy Granta, and in Queen's 

he made his home, 
Lectur'd there on classic authors, labour'd there on 

many a tome. 

Even now I see the lichen' d, gray, and hoary-stricken 

tower. 
Where his lamp was duly lighted in the solemn 

twilight hour. 

Even now I see the courtyard, which still bears his 

august name, 
Where he wander'd in the morning, ere the hour for 

teaching came. 

Even now I see the elm grove, where he meditated 

long 
On iEschylean Muse, or measure of some sweet 

Horatian song; 

Or Homeric fragment, gathered from some Eastern 

library, 
Or some ancient tract of glittering Ciceronian 

oratory, 
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From the Chapter of some Abbey, of Hibernian 

Monastery, 
Mouldering, in heart-rending ruins, by the roar of 

Western Sea. 

So he taught, and laid the seedlings of the flowers of 

future days. 
Which would bloom in roseal blossoms, casting 

golden-roseal rays. 

And he built, on deep foundation, that philosophy of 

mind, 
Liberal, wide expanded, cultur'd, imique in its gist or 

kind. 

From beyond the sapphire heaven, drank in senti- 
ments like these, 

Sallied up the silver stairs, clutch'd the jewell'd 
golden keys. 

That would ope' to wider vision, that would lead to 

nobler road. 
Far beyond the saints and spirits, to the awful still 

of God ! 

So he drank, in copious draughtings, from the richly 

bubbling stream. 
Of the classic lore, full freighted with the beauties of 

a dream. 
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Sending forth one stately river, wat*ring with one 

steadfast flood, 
Drooping minds, and urging others on to something 

great and good. 

Something that would leave behind them, when this 
lesser part was done ; 

Glories never fading, lovelier than the night descend- 
ing sun. 

I see the streaks of other days, 

Make one grand dawn of precious glow ; 
And from them one rich chorus praise, 

Erasmus of the long ago. 



PART III 

The stealthy shroud of gloaming dusk 

Was veiling every brake and burn. 
The rich flag-flowers and sallow leaves. 

And dew-besprinkl'd river fern ; 
And 'neath a violet bank of clouds 

The moon rose silently to view. 
And stars stole imperceptibly 

From out the waning vault of blue. 

I 
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My eyes with tears are wet, 
A nameless vague regret 
Is in my heart, e'en yet. 
Though many suns have set 

Since we two parted ! 

We clasped each hand in one long grasp, 

We looked into each other's eyes. 
We bade each one a long adieu, 

We looked into the farthest skies ; 
As though to catch the settl'd spell, 

And reach each destiny and lot. 
Here in this avenue of elms, 

Here in this happy trysting spot. 

My eyes with tears are wet, 
In fancy, I forget 
What was, but yearning yet 
Would longingly beget 

The happy past I 

We crossed the wooden bridge. 

The sunbeams broke again, 
The trilling birds sang out 

Within the hawthorn lane ; 
The butterflies swept past. 

With variegated wings. 
And all the air was rich 

With breaths of scented things. 
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My eyes with tears are wet, 
• The happy days have met 
Of past and present, yet 
I sicken with regret, 

O sorrowing heart I 

He tried to cheer me still. 

Despite my grieving face, 
And pointed to the screen 

Of willow-leafy lace. 
That overhung the bridge 

Most mathematical; 
And lowly cloister roof, 

Where Sprmgtide's cuckoos call. 

My eyes with tears are wet. 
The willows shimmer yet, 
But he has paid the debt 
Of life, and, where we met, 

Now knows him not I 

In Afric's southern States a war 

Was waging, many an English heart 
Sailed southwards, marching from the Cape 

And D'Urban's teeming bustling mart, 
To battle with a savage race. 

To save the honour of the land ; 
And many, journeying 'neath the flag 

Of glory, fell of that true band. 
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My eyes with tears are wet, 
A nameless vague regret 
Is in my heart e'en yet, 
Though many suns have set 

Since we two parted f 

Here, on this bridge, we said adieu, 

A light wind play'd among the trees, 
The shadows lengthened into night. 

And hush'd was all the hum of bees ; 
The dun-red kine had left the field. 

Far distant chimed the curfew bell ; 
He left me in the gloaming hour, 

He bade me there a long farewell I 

My eyes with tears are wet, 
Sad soul, why not forget 
The past days which beget 
Lost images, now set 

Beyond the shadows I 

He fell. The murderous sabre stroke 

Of one, the son of dusky race, 
Sapped his young life, and in the night 

The moon shone out o'er that white face, 
Which, drench'd with crimson clott'd blood. 

And stiffening 'neath the pearly beams, 
Had smil'd, full tender-heartedly, 

Within the Hall and Courts of Queen's. 
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My eyes with tears are wet, 
They stand in beauty yet ; 
But he has paid the debt 
Of life, and, where we met, 

Now knows him not I 



PART IV. 

I leave the cloister court. 

And pass the buttery 
And panell'd hall with pictures rare. 

Where, (at least it used to be), 
More ale is drunk, methinks. 

Than in the 'Varsity. 
These thirsty souls, give them their due. 

But wanting quantity. 

Lipp'd dried they quarrel not. 

When liquor very queer 
Is handed round, and passed along, 

As A I bitter beer. 
Tis not the quality 

That raises murmurs loud. 
But empty jugs and pitchers cause 

A clamour 'mong the crowd. 



I 
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Not winebibbers, indeed, 

But beerbibbers, I trow, 
Will be the name by which your school 

Will future ages know. 
Nay, look not stormy now, 

'Tis to you compliment 
Ye have but kept alive the flame 

By previous ages lent ; 



Who knew not Bass' pale. 

Nor Allsopp's double X, 
And muddy beer or flattest ale 

Would fail these youths to vex ; 
And ye preserve their vice, 

Or virtue, which you list, 
I will not for a moment tell 

Which of the two I wist ; 



I leave the cloister court. 

And, on the old red wall, 
I see the quaint old dial stand, 

Where ivy tendrils fall. 
Erected here by one, 

From noble Trinity, 
Immortal Newton, founder thou 

Of that philosophy, 
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Which, in Principia, 

Discerned the principle 
Of gravitation, which embounds 

All space as in a spell ; 
And rais'd the learning's tone 

Of Granta's reading-men, 
To something greater than before. 

To loftier thought and ken. 



Oh, antique dial clock, 

How many, many, a tread 
Has passed beneath thy weird-form*d hands. 

Now sleeping with the dead ; 
It is the self-same spot. 

This day and hour, as then, 
But, like the sunlights on thy face, 

Have faded countless men, 



Who once, in youthful glow, 

Indulg'd in happy dreams 
Beneath the cloisters of thy court. 

Oh quiet, lovely Queen's ; 
But who, at last, at rest. 

Beneath the daisied sod 
Were laid, to wake beneath the touch 

Of that white hand of God 1 
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PART 1. 

Ye, I sing, who, though by nature of the gentler sex, 

yet grasp 
Something of the nobler instincts, in your comprehen* 

sive grasp. 

Ye, who yearn for something greater than the women 

of your time, 
Nourishing a burning splendour for the intellect 

sublime. 

Ye, the godesses of reason — ye, the queens among 

your class — 
Shedding little gleams of glory, like the wild flowers 

'mong the grass. , 

Ye, the Sapphos of your country, bearing Learning on 

your crest, 
Wearing silver-wrought medallions of S. Catherine on 

your breast. 

Here, at least, is something better than the eternal silk 

and lace. 
And the ribbons, and the feathers, and the wretched 

commonplace ; 
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Here is something more majestic than the everlasting 

'' He,'* 
-And the never-ending wonder, when the wedding day 

will be. 

Here the highest type of woman, cultured, conversant 

and wise, 
'Toiling up the stairs of glory, steadfastness within their 
eyes. 

Worthy partners in the future for the shining and the 

good. 
Fitting maidens to be mated with the sons of gentle 

blood. 

And I see, in truthful vision, what their future home 

would be — 
: Something totally more happy than the dull monotony 

Of the wearying London season, with its countless 

fancy balls, 
And its concerts, and its pictures, and its rounds of 

morning calls. 

<jenius gathering in the circle of its roseal magic shade 
Every cast of its devotion in a richly tinted braid : 

How they flash, and shine, and glitter, like the meteors 

of the night, 
"When the feeble stars are falling through the purpling, 

gloaming light I 
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How they converse of the glory of the heroes of the 

past, 
Every mind remembering something worthier than was 

cited last ! 

How they quote chaste elegaics of the poetry of old, 
Sifting similes of beauty, glistering sands of yellow* gold! 

And amid them all she moveth, drinketh in the sparkling 

mead 
Of the wit and mellow wisdom ; and the consciousness 

of rede 

Makes her for the moment lovely, though at best she is 

but plain, 
And she smiles a grateful pleasure, as the violets to the 

rain. 

Here no jingle of piano, here no massac'ring of scales^ 
Here no half-disgusting love-song, where the damsel 
sore bewails 

The inconstancy of manhood, and her own particular 

love, 
)J/ho, exempt from this sad failing, is a dear, a duck, a 

dove 1 

Here no misrepresentation of a ladies' boarding-school. 
Showing forth the varied products of the daughter's 
skill in wool ; 
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But ennobling talk on letters, science, history, and art, 
' While the master minds are cleaving, with a golden- 
fashion'd dart. 

All the space of knowledge craving, and the dim lit 

vault of sky, 
And enwrapt they love to linger, while the freighted 

moments fly. 

Ye, the early stones and building of a school of later 

day. 
Ye, the gifted, ye, the learn'd, ye well meet my worthiest 

lay. 

Grappling with the force of Habit, ye have track'd the 

path of mind ; 
Ye have seen the light of Culture, with the crystals of 

mankind. 

Ye have felt the feverish rhythms of the brain imbued 

with lore. 
Ye have stood upon the threshold of Attainment's 

silver'd door. 

Girton, shrine of silent muses ! Girton, gentle dame's 

retreat ! 
To the minds that grace thy College, here I pay my 

truest greet I 
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PART II. 

Cramp'd by prejudice and fashion, women in this later 

age, 
When the thirst is re-awakened for the readings of the 
sage, 

Narrow'd by a cursed habit, dare to throw the mask 
aside. 

Dare to enter through the portals leading to the high- 
ways wide ; 

And they revel in the glories of the long red afternoon. 
And they drink the mystic beam-rays from the glowing 
summer moon : 

Neath the spell of classic authors, wandering through 

Philology, 
Or in deeper phase a-seeking species of Biology ; 

And the trae identifying of the race and genera 
Of the Zulu, or the Coptic, or the russet Malabar ; 

Or the cyclings of Nature in its vast and grand 

machine. 
In the solving of the problem of the days that once have 

been; 
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Till the mind becomes expanded, and the thoughts na 

longer vex, 
That these wonders are confined to the so-called 

nobler sex. 

Woman raised by mental conquest to the level of her 

lord. 
Woman equal in perception to the genius she ador'd ! 

Like a little schoolboy marvels wistfully, when will he 

know 
Half the knowledge of his teacher, as he fashions out 

the snow ? 

Ere ten years in time are buried, soars beyond his 

tutor's ken, 
• Wields the destinies of nations and the civic rights of 

men. 

Daughters of the Hall of Girton, I applaud your senti- 
ments ; 

Ye have sew'd the garb of women, mended what was 
spoiled with rents. 

When in glades of happy Eden, Adam paid his earliest 

greet 
To the woman God presented as his friend and true 

help meet. 
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They were one in thought and feeling, one in sympathy 

of mind — 
Equal in the mental functions which creative power 

assigned. 

Now a woman is a plaything to be prais'd, admir'd, and 

turned, 
Till, like children with a focus, fingers are severely 

burn'd ; 

Not a noble gifted creature worthy of the highest mate. 
Who could represent the people in the Commons of the 
State. 

Ay, ye start! — I see ye shiver, all ye little-minded 

men, 
Who would wish your gentler neighbours in Cimmeric 

gloom again. 

Ay, ye blush, false-modest damsels! yet ye see no 

shame, I ween, 
In the government by women, in the person of the 

Queen. 

Daughters of the Hall of Girton, I can meet them with 
the plea. 

Ye are ne'er, methinks, found wanting in the grace pro- 
priety. 
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Well, 'tis said you are " strong-minded " — ^glory in the 

sobriquet ; 
Better strong than weak, I take it ; so through time it 

has been yet. 

Gaze upon your idle sisters, flitting, like the butter- 
flies, 
All the day in idle revel, till the zooning evetide dies — 

Pleasure-seeking, restless maidens, never fully satisfied 
Till the hour of bloom is over, and the noon of youth 
has died ! 

Daughters of the Hall of Girton, weary not at public 

scorn ; 
Ye are wise among the foolish, noblest of women 

born I 

Faint not in your work, press boldly onwards, though 

sarcasms vex ; 
Ye are true apostles moving this Renaissance in your 

sex! 



-»-^c*=4-^ 



GREAT S. MARY'S CHURCH, 

PART I. 

Most reverend Fane, to thee my muse 
Would, ere she rests a little spell, 
Her votive offerings pay, and tell 

(That those, who may perchance peruse 

This volume, may thy graces know) 
How often has the soul been stirrd. 
Within thy crowded naves, and heard 

A still small Voice in whisper low. 

How often has the heart been moved, 
When wrapt in full oration free. 
Some master-mind exultingly. 

Has paced the labyrinths he loved : 

The labyrinths of paths sublime, 

That lead, with many a graceful bend. 
To that low shore, which is the end 

Of Life, and close of human Time. 



Here have I bent my steps with the( 
My friend and trusted comrade dear— 
On many a Sunday noon, to hear 

The sermon of the 'Varsity. 
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And entering through the western door, 
Have heard the organ's solemn strain 
Of dying music, or again 

The peaUng of its grandest roar, 



Whose echoes floated everywhere, 
Like distant chorusing of birds ; 
Then, silence falling, came the words 

Of that heart-stirring " Bidding Prayer, 



11 



That binds us as a common whole. 
That links in common brotherhood 
The Great, the Noble, and the Good, 

As one in Mind, and Rank, and Soul : 

That leads us into other ways, 
And other phases, e'en the last 
Beyond the grave, as, in the past, 

The ancient litanies of old. 

The grand " Our Father " slow ascends, 
Like purple mist of incense cloud, 
That rising from the marble ground. 

Its heavenward, fleckering journey wends ; 

Until beyond the Cross-tipp'd rod, 
Above the happy angel throng 
It sails unbrokenly along. 

And whispers in the Ear of God ! 
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How often have I marked, perplext, 
The hush'd expectancy, the pause 
Before the reading of the clause, 

That formed the Preacher's Bible text. 

And watch'd the deep intensity 
Of interest in his word and mien, 
While he looked forth from what has been 

To aeons of immensity : 

And saw beyond the spangling orbs 
Of lustrous worlds, One lovely Light, 
Which, in its crimsoned focus bright. 

All lesser shreds and gleams absorbs. 

There Purity is paramount, 
Idyllic lilies crown the brows 
Of saints, who need no cloister vows, 

Or draughts from out of Lethan fount : 

Immortalis'd and Purified, 
Xt length ideal bliss is grasp'd, 
And they have perfect Beauty clasp'd. 

Like silver in the furnace tried. 

And then he paints another tone, 
Descends from Paradise to Earth, 
To where a forc'd and garrish mirth 

Is fluttering in that vast saloon : 
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Oh God I see one that leaves the feast, 
With trem'lous gait, and blood blear'd eye ; 
I see him reel, then gasp, then die. 

And he was once a Parish Priest ! 

Another in the spring Qf youth. 

But wanting aught of Innocence, 

And quickly losing waning sense, 
Before that quenchless monster, Drought ; 

And o'er him hangs a Child of Sin, 
The daughter of a race of guile. 
Who lures him with the Devil's smile, 

Another goal for Hell to win. 

And all the evil passions rise. 

And flood his soul with ocean power, 
He owns no Faith, and, ere an hour. 

Like Gods he knows things ill and wise. 

Like schoolboys rear'd in Purity, 
That hear the first strange word of Shame, 
And blush to breathe the doubtful naiie. 

Ere fagging days have ceas'd to be. 

Forget the dimpl'd burning blush. 

Forget the lessons of the past. 

Forget the promise made that last 
Sad morning in the early flush : 



i 



132 SKETCHES OF CAMBRIDGE. 

So he forgat his conscious love 
For Innocence, and blindly fell, 
And subtle screens of mists from Hell 

Blurr'd all the Loveliness above ! 

And so the full oration pour'd 
Delineating woes for sin, 
And strife of consciences within, 

And then his spirit God-ward soar'd, 

And drinking in angelic lays, 

Prophetic vision tranc'd the priest. 
And, looking half towards the East, 

He dreamt the dream of later days : 

And saw the full Millennium 

Of Christendom, and on the stairs 

That slop'd to heaven, the answered prayer 

Of Christian Nations truly One : 

And far away the glimmering dawn 

Of that long day> which ne'er would set — 
His eyes with happy tears were wet, 

In imaging that saintly morn I 

The sermon ended, and the peace 
Was given, then we pass*d away. 
But in my memory e'er will stray 

Some thoughts of his, till Time shall cease. 
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PART II. 

One other sermon, so replete 

With inspiration, that methinks, 

Unless I reproduced its links, 
My record would not be complete. 

One last discourse, one sad Farewell, 
From that great Master Spirit, who 
Has vivified to mental view — 

Theology, the gists to tell 

Of that grand treatise of the Love, 
Which, ere the Earth emerg'd from space, 
Had found its central resting place. 

About the flutterings of the Dove. 

'Twas Sunday evening, and the breeze 

Of bitter March had blown a gale. 

Which sank into a deathly wail 
Among the avenues of trees. 

We left Saint Clement's dusky naves. 
And passing by the gates of John's, 
And Trinity, where hurrying throngs 

Swayed forward like impulsive wave. 

So Great Saint Mary's tower we reached, 

And in the northern gallery. 

Beneath the arches rising free 
O'er that low pulpit, where have preached 
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The wisest of our Church-Divines, 
Who've traced the ethics of the soul, 
And formed them into perfect whole. 

In clear delineated lines, 

.We waited, while the organ flutes 

Piped softly, sweetly, weirdly strange. 
Then rising into loftier range, 

Were mellow'd like a band of lutes. 

And then he spake, our pride, our friend. 
He spake, impressively, and keen. 
And by that vast array I wean, 

His words were followed to the end. 

" Ye with a price are bought, and ye 
Are not your own " — this was his text, 
And he the stirring words annext. 

As coming from the Saintly Tree. 

And fired with zeal the souls to win 
Of that grand concourse, loveably 
He drew the story, painfully 

He urged this question — " Dare you sin ? ' 

'* Ye with a price are bought, and ye 
Are not your own," why will ye seek . 
With hearts with baneful lusts areek, 

To break the Christian slavery ? 
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*' Ye with a price are bought," He gave 
That sacred Frame to willing death, 
He pass'd with agonising breath, 

Beyond the dark and icy wave. 

And He redeemed you, and at last 
That Man who pass'd from Holy Land, 
Will greet you on the flower deck'd strand. 

When Earth is something .of the Past I 

" And ye are not your own," but slaves 

To that Divinity, who sends 

Your life, your powers, your gifts, your friends. 
And daily with his Spirit laves 

Your shrivelled souls, until they burst 
In perfum'd blossoms, each on each 
Move lovely, till at length they reach 

To something nobler than the first I 

And this is now my parting prayer, 

That ye may rise to higher aims. 

Where only Purity remains, 
And breathe the crisp and scent'd air. 

For I must leave you, and this night 

I bid you all Farewell, but dare 

To hope hereafter, here and there, 
May gleam some fleckerings of my light. 
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And SO I bid ye all adieu, 

Young men, with whom I've work'd and prayed. 

And it may be the future laid 
Of some, who in the future view 

Of Time, may leave their steps behind, 
Deep impress'd by the shingly shore. 
To cheer, amid the ocean's roar, 

Some Undergraduates of their kind : 

It may be, that indeed not vain 

Has been my work, 'mid Granta's towers. 
And when I pass from earthly flowers, 

Some record of me will remain. 

But ye remember this alone, 

I plead with you, not once or twice. 
But ever, that — " Ye with a price 

Are bought, and ye are not your own." 

He ceased, he left us, but his dear 
Lov'd face looks, with that kindly smile. 
From where the three-tower'd Minster pile, 

O'ershades the waters of the Wear. 

And though we miss, yet still we feel 
His presence, in the books he penn'd 
And still, in fancy, see him wend 

To lecture, or in chapel kneel. 
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The pure brave soul, who in the North, 
Beside the purpPd Northern Sea, 
Will charm with graceful pleasantry. 

All men with him in contact brought : 

The worthy represent' of Bede 

And saintly Cuthbert, who will stem 
To Dunslin's prelates, one more gem 

Of cultur'd mind, and thought, and rede. 

But 'lis in Granta that his name 
Is reverenc'd, and there his seed, 
Though dimm'd by many a noxious weed, 

Will live within the roll of Fame ! 

When that true type of Nature's son, 
And Learning's harvest will have seen 
The fullness of that awful dream, 

Beyond the splendours of the Sun ! 



Evt of S, Peter, 1879. 



